Doctor Who 
Lost in the Dark Dimension 


“for the thirtieth anniversary...” 


The Future -2025 

The Last Winter 

In the dying hours of that terrible day, the blood-hued sun 
sank into the bleak horizon like a bursting boil. Electric arcs of 
energy scorched the darkening sky. The atmospheric strikes of 
lightning thrust intermittent illumination down a deep 
embankment and across a desolate, rubble-stabbed landscape. 
Small, flickers of flame licked the edges of the rubble, which 
at one time might have stood as complete, towering structures. 
But not in living memory. 

Over the edge of the embankment rose five figures. 
Functional, hi-tech armour covered each of the sentinels. 
These were the Eco-Troops, the last guardians of the dying 
world. With silent, deliberate movements the quintet of 
soldiers began to search the debris-strewn wasteland. The 
small, pulsing points of light affixed to each Eco-Troop’s 
helmet made the group seem inhuman, almost alien. 

One trooper, whose chest name-tag proclaimed the name 
Everitt, noticed something upon the ground. 

‘There’s something down there...’ Everitt informed. 

Another trooper crouched close to examine the muddy 
ground while the others passed. Mason traced a gauntleted 
hand over an area of moist earth, frosted with a trail of thick, 
white, glass-like dust. 

‘It’s been here...’ he said. 

The Eco-Troops continued forward, their boots churning 
mud and passing through flames. All kept their gaze fixed 
upon the ground. Suddenly Summerfield, the Eco-Troops 
leader, pushed foward to the front of the search party and 
stood motionless and silent before the shape Everitt had 
noticed. 

Summerfield’s gloved hands reached up to remove the 
helmet, which lifted free to reveal the face of a young, striking 
woman with dark, cropped hair and large, harshly inquisitive 
eyes. Following her lead, the other Eco-Troops removed their 
helmets to uncover their faces. Summerfield stooped to 
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examine the shape upon the ground. It was the body of a man. 
His white jacket was singed with soot and stained with mud. 

Summerfield rose. Her face was grim and her jaw tight. 
Lightning flashed in the sky and brightened across her dark 
eyes. 

‘We’re too late,’ she muttered. ‘He’s dead.’ 

Summerfield dropped her eyes to the body. Lightning 
burnt the sky once more. Its flash revealed a hand clutching a 
black umbrella with a handle in the shape of a red-question- 
mark. It was the body of the seventh incarnation of the Time 
Lord known as the Doctor. The brim of his white panama hat 
was blackened warm with flame. His pale face was cold with 
death. 


A brief time passed. The world grew colder. And the darkness 
rose everywhere. Beneath a sullen amber sky a make-shift raft 
of rotten wood planks drifted upon the chemical-slick surface 
of a stagnant, algae-clogged body of water. Resting upon the 
raft stood the lonely, monolithic shape of the Doctor’s 
TARDIS, forever lost in the shape of an ancient Police Box. 
Set around the sides of the TARDIS were several large, plastic 
containers brimming with hyper-nuclear waste. Spaced a few 
feet in front of the TARDIS was the paper-wrapped shape of 
the Doctor’s corpse. His umbrella lay beside the body. 

Upon the lake’s distant shoreline stood Summerfield and 
her Eco-Troops. Each stood solemn and somber, masks 
removed in reverence. Summerfield sighed and looked upon 
the departing funeral pyre. 

‘Go with the honour you deserve, Doctor,’ Summerfield 
whispered. 

Summerfield un-holstered her disseminator pistol, aimed 
precisely at the nuclear waste container surrounding the 
TARDIS, and fired. The energy bolt struck the containers, 
which ignited a molten fireball. Within moments, the entire 
pyre was aflame. 
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Summerfield holstered her weapon and then returned her 
mind to her primary task. She faced her team. 

‘It’s up to us. We'll have to open the Vortex ourselves,’ 
she declared. 

The Eco-Troops hurried into the wasteland, leaving the 
Doctor’s memory to discover the distance of death. 


Sometime later the team had gathered within an 
abandoned, underground car park. The husks of rust-savaged 
vehicles littered the expanse like broken tombstones. Between 
two concrete support columns was set a large computer 
terminal. Connected to the terminal was a red-coloured cable, 
which formed the shape of a square upon the car park’s dusty 
ground. At the four corners of this square stood a gleaming, 
bulky metal pylon. 

Summerfield, now dressed in a_ slim-fitting black 
jumpsuit, stood before the terminal and watched its two 
tracking screens. Band of blue and red lights traced across her 
intent features. Sanders, who still wore his trooper uniform, 
stood near her. He also watched the terminal’s screens. Then 
he nodded. 

‘There’s enough power charged up for a test-run,’ he 
stated, his broad Scottish tone echoing through the enclosure. 

‘Right. Visors on,’ Summerfield ordered. The other troops 
covered their eyes with thin goggles molded from transparent, 
purple plastic. Sanders pressed a button on one of the 
terminal’s control panels. The four pylons flashed with light 
and from their topmost extensions an arc of searing energy 
snapped through the air. The four energy streams converged at 
a central point upon the ground. 

And then the portal opened. It was an eye of red flame 
and superheated storm, ringed with a calm iris of cobalt blue. 
But the maelstrom was transparent. Unsettled Summerfield 
tore her awe-struck gaze from the aperture and faced Sanders. 


‘Narrow the field!’ she cried. He did so and the opening 
in space-time solidified. They had opened a gateway into the 
Time Vortex. 

‘Okay, Flemyng, now!’ Summerfield ordered. Flemyng 
took her trooper helmet and thrust it into the portal. The 
helmet flew into the cauldron of churning space-time and 
disappeared into history. Summerfield leaned over the 
terminal and watched the tracking screen. Upon the monitor a 
red dot, which represented the motion of Flemyng’s helmet, 
approached the center of a spinning, circular mass of yellow 
concentric, spiraled circles. 

Everitt stepped close behind Summerfield to join her 
vigil. 

‘How far back’s it going?’ he asked. 

‘They used to call it the Big Bang,’ she replied as she 
smiled with rising hope. ‘The hydrogen inrush, the point 
where creation began.’ 

‘Nothing else has killed it. How can you be so sure that 
this will?’ 

‘The Doctor lost his life gambling that it would. What 
other choice have we got?’ 

‘It’s our last chance, isn’t it?’ 

Summerfield lowered her head and closed her eyes. 
Everitt looked upon her, worried. 

‘Summerfield?’ he asked. 

Then Summerfield lifted her head and turned to Flemyng. 

‘Flemyng. On watch!’ she ordered. 

Flemyng nodded and exited the car park. 


On the cold, arid rooftop of the car park Flemyng 
crouched behind a ridge of fractured mortar and stone. She 
peered through her binoculars and scanned the dark wasteland. 
She settled her view upon the ruined structure of a high- 
reaching building some miles away. Flemyng magnified her 
vision and searched the shadows of the opposite edifice. 
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Something moved upon the roof. Flemyng maginifed her 
vision again. From behind the far building’s ledge a massive 
being rose into view. Its segmented, green hide and coal-red 
eyes were unmistakable. It was the Creature. The Creature’s 
skull-shaped face snapped forward and fixed upon Flemyng. 
Back-mounted extra appendages snapped to attention. The 
Creature’s fanged maw opened wide and a horrifying growl 
shook the night air. It leapt forward, filled her view — 


Inside the derelict car park Summerfield, Mason and 
Sanders crouched near the overturned wreck of a car. 
Summerfield addressed her team members. 

“‘We’ve only got one shot at this. If it’s not in the centre of 
the funnel when the power comes on we’re as good as de-’ 

She cut short her warning as Summerfield noticed 
Flemyng hurtling herself down the car park’s rubble-struck 
main ramp. 

‘Get out of here quick! It’s found us!’ Flemyng shouted. 

Summerfield and the others turned toward the sound of a 
mass impacting upon the ground inside the car park. It was the 
Creature. It had breached the car park far too early. 
Summerfield slowly stood from behind the toppled car. Still 
hiding below her, Mason whispered to Summerfield. 

‘What the hell are you doing?’ 

‘Baiting the trap,’ she replied. 

The Creature howled with rage as it raced towards 
Summerfield, which is exactly what she wanted. Undaunted, 
Summerfield leapt over the car and sprinted towards the 
Creature. The Creature continued its howling race. 
Summerfield continued her silent advance before stopping at 
the edge of the pylon’s cables. The Creature continued to rush 
forward; it crossed the cables — penetrated their perimeter! 

Summerfield shouted: ‘Now!’ 

Sanders, having sensed her intentions, hurried over to the 
terminal and activated its controls. The pylon’s energy lanced 
free and tore open the Vortex portal. The opening enveloped 
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the Creature and engulfed its malevolent mass. The Creature’s 
tortured cries echoed into silence as it faded from sight. 

Summerfield hurried over to the computer’s Vortex 
tracker. Once more a red dot — the Creature — appeared on the 
screen heading closer towards the center of the spiraling 
circles. Closer, closer — then the dot spun and twisted into its 
own spiral and veered away from the main vortex structure. 

‘That’s not possible!’ Summerfield whispered. 

‘**What’s happened?’ asked Everitt 

‘Another entrance to the Vortex is opening up!’ 

An alarm sounded and upon the vortex tracker four large 
numbers appeared: ‘1936.’ 

‘It’s escaped into the past!’ Summerfield cried. 
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Winter — 1999 

‘Patrol zone now being scanned.’ 

A large iris of green-tinged night vision opened within a 
field of darkness. The enhanced vision glanced over a 
lamppost, a line of empty, drab buildings and caught the wisps 
of wintry fog flitting through the cool, quiet night. 

‘Nothing,’ spoke a bored male voice behind the vision. 
His view rested upon a far wall where there was a pair of dark 
blue, wooden doors with large, white letters painted upon their 
joint surfaces: 

“T. M. Foreman 
Scraps Merchant 
76, Totter’s Lane” 


There was a body lying near the doors. 

‘Wait a second! Focus on that,’ the voice ordered. The 
vision tightened upon the fallen figure. It was a man - a very 
tall man — laying face-down upon the pavement. His long 
overcoat and trousers were a solid, deep red. A mane of iron- 
grey curls sprouted from the figure’s motionless head. His 
face was hidden by the curls. 
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‘Inert. Probably dead,’ droned the voice. 

A crackle of static broke the silence around the voice and 
another man’s voice spoke. 

‘We ought to check.’ 


The men were heavily-armoured Para-Military Police 
Officers, or Para-Cops as the locals whispered whenever their 
patrols passed through the night. Both patrolmen raised the 
night-vision visors built into their helmets so as to use their 
own eyesight now that they were closer to the body. The one 
who had first seen the body, Deavish, shook his head in 
annoyance. 

‘It’s probably just a scavenger. Leave him to rot.’ 

The other Para-Cop, whose name was Hammond, 
monitored the readings his life-scan tablet was outputting. He 
paused and pressed a button upon the palm-sized screen. 

‘I’m picking up some sort of reading,’ Hammond said. 

‘He’s alive!’ Deavish declared with surprise. 

Hammond held up the tablet to take a stronger scan of the 
body. Two pulses of red light centered upon the fallen figure’s 
chest. 

‘It’s registering a double echo,’ Hammond stated. 

‘That’s not possible!’ 

“I’ve cross-checked three times. It keeps coming back the 
same.” 

Hammond showed Deavish the confirmed readings. Two 
lines of yellow — like the seismograph traces of twin 
earthquakes — traced across the tablet screen. 

‘Two hearts for one body?’ Deavish said. “You gotta be 
joking!’ 


A few moments later the pair of Para-Cops had moved to 
examine the scene. While Deavish examined the lock upon the 
blue wooden double doors Hammond was checking the man 
with the impossible hearts-beat. Hammond knelt by the man 
and studied his form for a moment. 


‘Could be a punter. Got lost, wandered into a curfew 
zone?’ Hammond surmised. 

Deavish crouched close to the padlock attached to the 
wooden doors. 

‘Wood’s been splintered. Probably trying to get in here 
when they got him.’ 

‘Or was he trying to get away?’ Hammond wondered. 

Deavish approached his partner’s location. The thought of 
a night attack made him shiver with disgust. 

“You don’t see them. You don’t hear them. You never 
know what hit you. It was simpler when they just used to beg 
on the street.’ 

Hammond nodded and dropped his gaze back to the fallen 
figure. 

‘Big mistake coming down here. They’re more predatorial 
at night.’ 

Hammond noticed something curled about the fallen 
man’s shoulders. He grabbed the end of the curl and lifted it 
towards the light of the lamppost. 

“What the...’ 

It was a scarf, ringed with rows of many reds. 

Suddenly the fallen man’s hand shot upwards and gripped 
Hammond’s wrist. From beneath the iron mane of curls 
whispered a strong, deep voice. 

‘It’s coming. It’s...’ 

“What? Scavengers?’ asked Hammond. 

‘No...no...I have to save her. I have...to... 

The man’s hand loosened its grip and fell to the 
pavement. He was unconscious again. 

Deavish exhaled and turned away. 

‘Let’s get out of — oh hell!’ 

There was a quick movement a few meters away. 
Something was running through the shadows at the end of the 
road. 

‘We'd better take him back,’ Hammond said. ‘The Med- 
Techs will want him, if our lot don’t.’ 
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Deavish kept his view locked upon the road’s end. More 
shapes were racing to fill the shadows. They were carrying 
weapons: staffs of wood and chains of metal. 

‘Scavenger ambush! We’ve got to get out of here!’ 
Deavish hissed. 

Hammond leaned close to the man and grabbed one arm 
and shoulder. 

‘Get his other arm,’ Hammond stated. Deavish stood still, 
rooted with fear. 

‘Deavish!’ Hammond declared, calm but firm. ‘Get an 
arm!’ 

Still Deavish hesitated. 

‘Now!’ 

Finally Deavish listened and hurried over to take the 
man’s free arm. Together the two Para-Cops carried the man’s 
limp body from the lonely road. 


Sometime later a finger clicked a switch and a dark screen 
brightened to reveal a ribcage and the close-up surface of a 
heart. Except within this ribcage there were two hearts. 

‘There’s more than just a dual cardiovascular system,’ 
spoke a man’s voice with a heavy French accent. ‘His entire 
internal structure, it’s just so...’ 

The Frenchman, who wore a doctor’s white coat, paused. 
He turned around to face a tall, black man looming a short 
distance away in the well-lit, white-walled room. The stern- 
faced black man, called Frelane by his associates, spoke with 
urgency. 

‘Speak, Dr. Keller. Air your thoughts.’ 

‘It’s almost alien,’ Keller announced. 

Frelane eyebrows arched. 

‘The word implies many things, all far from normal. 
Please, go on.’ 

Dr. Keller inhaled and then turned back to the X-Ray 
panel to show Frelane more images. 
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‘Well, look at the lungs. The fibres have an extra layer of 
tissue. He seems to able to store small quantities of air. Only 
for a brief time, but-’ 

‘And the blood tests?’ Frelane interrupted. He walked 
forward and past Keller to sit behind a large, oak desk. Frelane 
switched on a lamp set at a corner of the desk, which cast a 
harsh glare upon his already sharp features. 

‘There’s been a slight problem,’ Keller admitted. 

Frelane sat forward and glared upon the doctor. 

‘As an agent for the main sponsor of this hospital, phrases 
such as ‘problem’ always give me cause for concern. Please, 
tell me more.’ 

Keller shook his head. 

‘Apart from being unable to locate a major vein...the 
needle breaks! The minute it touches his skin, it just snaps!’ 

At the far end of the room a door opened. A young, 
slender brunette nurse hurried into the room and whispered 
several words to Dr. Keller. As the two medical personnel 
conversed and exited the room, Frelane received a call on his 
mobile phone. He answered the call. 

‘Professor? Frelane.’ 


Within a clean corridor of the hospital there was a 
particular patient room. Upon a bed where there should have 
been a patient was a white piece of paper with several 
coloured sweets resting upon its surface. Written upon the 
paper were the words: ‘Thanks for your hospitality. Do have a 
Jelly Baby. D.’ 

Down the corridor the red-clad legs of the man raced with 
great speed. At that same moment, Frelane was still speaking 
into his phone. 

‘Two Para-Cops found him. A few credits should keep 
them quiet.’ 

In the main reception room of the hospital the man raced 
past a shocked Dr. Keller and his nurse. 
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‘You want them silenced?’ Frelane confirmed. ‘A 
Scavenger attack could be arranged. Very well.’ 

The man threw open the hospital doors and burst forth 
into the night. In his flight, the ends of his scarf trailed after 
him. 

Back in his office, Frelane considered. 

‘My men could deliver him to you. Oh, within the hour-’ 

Frelane cut off his sentence as Dr. Keller returned to the 
room. Keller hurried over to the office desk. 

‘Mr. Frelane, it’s the patient. He’s escaped!’ 

Frelane’s eyes widened and his dark skin paled. Through 
his mobile, a cold, hard voice spoke. 

‘Frelane? Frelane?!’ 

Frelane turned around and looked through his office 
window to gaze upon the moon. 


The moon’s cold light shone within a darkened alley. 
Along one wall sat the man who had escaped the hospital. He 
leaned forward and covered his face with his hands. Then he 
lifted his head and gazed into the moonlight. 

‘Must...have to...to find her...got...to...to save...her...’ 

His pale, gaunt, sunken-eyed face was an image long-lost 
but never forgotten from the cosmos’s memory. It was the 
Doctor, the fourth incarnation. An _ incarnation long- 
regenerated many times over. And yet, there he was: alive, 
aware and desperate, desperate to remember who he had to 
save. 

The Doctor leaned back against the brick wall and 
whispered to himself. 

‘Save her! Save her!’ 

As the Doctor contemplated whom he had to save, he 
almost seemed to hear a woman’s voice echoing in his mind... 


‘Terrestrial man fancied that there might be other men 
upon Mars...’ 
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The Doctor’s eyes widened and he watched the moon. 
The young woman’s voice continued to speak. 

‘Yet, across the gulf of space...’ 

The white moon brightened — 


And the white clock ticked forwards another second. 

‘Minds that immeasurably superior to ours...’ 

A smartly-dressed librarian with thick, red-curls and 
green-lined spectacles walked through lines of bookshelves. 
She reached a specific row and reached for a book on the top 
shelf. 

‘Intellects vast and cool and unsympathetic...’ 

The librarian looked over to a very pretty young woman 
with dark hair pulled back into a long pony-tail seated behind 
a desk. The young women studied a laptop screen through 
small reading glasses. 

‘Regarded this Earth with envious eyes...’ 

The librarian walked towards the young woman seated at 
the desk. 

‘And slowly and surely...’ 

The young woman at the desk read the last line upon the 
laptop screen out loud. 

‘They drew their plans against us.’ 

The young woman pushed back her glasses and paused 
her reading. She was Dorothy McShane, a local teacher 
nearing the big ‘Three-Zero’, with a sideline interest in 
environmental activism. And she had requested a book. The 
Librarian stopped at the desk and spoke. 

‘Sorry it took so long. Text printed on paper’s so outdated 
there’s no call for this kind of thing now.’ 

The Librarian held up the book, which was covered in a 
soft sheen of dust. 

The Librarian smiled and added with a hint of sarcasm: 
“VDU discs are so much easier to find, and carry...’ 

As the Librarian walked away into the shelved landscape 
of the library, Dorothy held the book in her hands and brushed 
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the dust from the cover to reveal the title: ‘The War of the 
Worlds by H.G. Wells.’ Her eyes lingered upon the cover’s 
image of an alien saucer wreaking havoc and destruction upon 
the world. She then touched a button upon her laptop and the 
screen flooded with static. 


A screen cleared its static and the image of a pretty, short- 
blond-haired woman wearing a rose sweater appeared. She 
was seated before a blue-bathed, computer-cast image of the 
world. The woman, known to her viewers as A.J. Manson, 
spoke in controlled, clear tones as a red band of light with 
large, white text materialized below her face. The text read in 
bold font: ‘BREAKING NEWS.’ 

‘We interrupt your programme to take you live, to our 
Outside Broadcast Unit.’ 

A.J. Manson glanced to her side. 

‘Tony, can you tell us exactly what’s going on?’ 

The image shifted to show A.J’s associate, Tony McCabe, 
a well-dressed and groomed man, standing before a mass of 
reporters and cameramen grouped before a large, red-bricked 
mansion with an imposing wooden entryway. Tony answered. 

‘A.J., with only an hour’s notice to the world press centre, 
the turn out here is as remarkable as you’d expect.’ 

A.J Manson’s face re-appeared. A brief pause before her 
reply hinted her slight annoyance that Tony had not really 
answered her question. 

‘Could you explain the significance of this press 
conference?’ she asked with her ever-professional tone. 

Tony’s face re-appeared. 

‘Many words have been used to describe him: Mogul, 
entrepreneur, magnate. Commentators have made an allusion 
to William Randolf Hearst and Howard Hughes. This is 
clearly a unique, unprecedented event. The first time that 
Professor Olvier Hawkspur has ever-’ 

A movement at the mansion’s entry cut Tony’s gushing 
short. He turned around as the camera’s view tightened upon 

15 


the doorway, which opened to reveal a powerfully-built man 
with dark, swept-back hair. The man, Professor Oliver 
Hawkspur, wore a dark, pin-striped suit and carried with him a 
presence of authority and strength. When his dark, rasping 
voice spoke, the chattering crowd of reporters fell silent. 

‘Ladies, Gentlemen. You see before you an honest man.’ 

Flashes of cameras brightened Hawkspur’s deep features. 

‘My concern is not only for the isle on which we stand, 
but for the planet as a whole.’ 

There was a ripple of applause from the gathered 
observers. Hawkspur continued to speak. 

‘I know that there are those who clearly doubt my 
integrity, cast scorn on my work as an industrialist-’ 

A look of mock-concern traced through Hawkspur’s 
countenance, as if he failed to understand how any could 
oppose him. 

‘The main environmental protection groups even throw 
accusations that I, single-handedly, am destroying the Earth’s 
natural resources.’ 

Hawkspur lowered his head and dropped his voice to a 
whisper. 

‘The world is dying, but there is a way ahead. A way for 
mankind to survive.’ 

All were silent who watched Hawkspur. Then he raised 
his head and his voice. 

‘And you must trust me to show you how! I’d formally 
like to announce my intention to stand against the current 
government in the forthcoming general election. ‘The 
Evolutionary Party’ will, and you have my solemn word on 
this, change the face of the world as we know it!’ 

Hawkspur spun around and returned into the security of 
his fortress, unheeding any of the reporters’ astonished 
questions. And as the door slammed- 


-The Doctor’s eyes snapped open. He stood and walked to 
the edge of the alleyway. He looked out onto the morning- 
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bright street and saw the library at the opposite side on the 
street. Outside the library stood a man holding a large bouquet 
of brilliantly-coloured roses before his face. Within moments a 
woman exited the library. It was Dorothy, walking lost in 
thought. 

She had almost collided with the man holding the bouquet 
when she glanced up and saw his dark-haired face and kind, 
blue eyes. The man, whose face was still half-hidden by the 
roses, spoke. 

‘Guess who?’ 

‘That’s such a cliché!’ Dorothy answered. 

The man lowered the bouquet to reveal a handsome, 
square-jawed face lightly dappled with stubble. It was her 
boyfriend, Alex Stewart. 

‘Such stylish delivery, though!’ Alex replied playfully. 
‘Deny it if you dare!’ 

‘Ham!’ Dorothy retorted. 

Alex grinned and struck a hurt pose. 

“The lady dost cast grave doubts on my acting. Methinks I 
am offended!’ 

Dorothy smiled and heaved a small sigh. 

‘Come here,’ she droned as she took the bouquet in her 
arms and the two drew close, nose-to-nose. They held 
themselves this way for a moment before Dorothy continued: 
‘Methinks you’re being a bit of a prat.’ 

“Whatever happened for that environmental terrorist I fell 
for?’ Alex asked. 

“You’re squashing her nose,’ Dorothy said. 

Alex smiled and stepped back, taking one of her books in 
his hand: ‘The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy.’ 

‘She’s also turning into a Sci-Fi junkie! What next? 
Asimov under the bed?’ 

‘That doesn’t stop you from being madly in love with me, 
does it?’ 

‘Have you got that in writing?’ 

‘No, but you’d-’ 
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Suddenly Dorothy stopped mid-sentence. She was staring 
at something across the street. Her face turned pale. She saw a 
man standing in an alley. 

The Doctor stared back at Dorothy. His large eyes fixed 
upon hers. 

‘Dorothy?’ Alex stated. She made no answer. She and the 
Doctor continued staring. And then Dorothy dropped her 
books, her computer bag and the rose. Her head drooped and 
her eyes closed. 

‘Dorothy, what’s wrong?’ Alex cried. 

Within Dorothy’s mind she saw the Doctor’s face as he 
spoke across time. 

‘His strength returned as he saw the grail. Yet, he knew it 
was still far away.’ 

Dorothy’s eyes snapped open and she shook the Doctor’s 
face from her mind. He was a stranger to her. 

She picked up her bag and looked to Alex before 
muttering: ‘Just get me out of here.’ 

Alex led Dorothy away and the two walked away along 
the street. The cool morning breeze caressed the petals of the 
fallen flowers, as well as the open pages of a book Dorothy 
had neglected to collect from the ground. A pair of feet 
walked over to the book and a pair of hands retrieved it from 
the pavement. It was the Doctor, who read the words upon the 
page. 

‘We are such stuff as dreams are made of...’ 


Out of the darkness of a dream, Dorothy saw herself and 
yet not herself. She saw herself wearing a leather jacket, skirt 
and boots. She saw herself running, fleeing from a squat, 
metal monster gliding across a wasteland towards her. As she 
ran within a whirlwind of light and sound she saw other 
monsters floating in the mental storms, monsters with names 
she somehow knew: Daleks, Davros, the Kandyman, 
Cybermen, the Destroyer, the Master — she heard a voice 
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speak, somehow she also knew it was the same man she had 
seen in the alley: 

“And our little life-’ 

A blue box flew forward to fill Dorothy’s vision — the 
TARDIS! 

Dorothy tried to outrun everything, everyone. She raced 
forward but ahead was nothing but a void. She fell and heard 
the man’s voice — the Doctor’s voice — once more as she 
dropped into darkness: 

‘-is rounded with a sleep...’ 
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Dorothy awoke with a shock. She pulled herself upwards 
from her bed and switched on the lamp at her bedside. The 
clean, furniture room was exactly as when she had laid herself 
down to rest. But she knew she had to find something. 

She stood from the bed and walked over to her wardrobe. 
She searched amongst the clothing-stocked shelves before she 
found what her dream had compelled her to seek: a large, 
brown box. A thick layer of powdery dust weighed upon the 
box’s lid. 

She lifted the lid and uncovered the container’s hidden 
contents: a black bomber jacket, which was exactly like the 
one she had seen herself wear in her dream. There were three, 
massive colourful letters stitched onto the jacket’s back: 
‘ACE.’ Dorothy stared at the letters; she could not remove her 
eyes from them, from the word they spelled. There was a 
meaning to the word, a special, personal meaning she could 
almost recall... 

oh 2K ok 

Later that morning a young girl was wearing the jacket. 
She was one of several other students following Dorothy and 
Alex as they led the way towards the security gates of 
Hawkspur Industries HQ. The enclosure behind the gates was 
a soulless, imposing, structurally-functional collection of 
warehouses and factories studded with massive smokestacks 
vomiting black and green spumes of noxious gases into the 
sickened sky. 

Outside the main entrance to the gates a group of youths 
had gathered to protest Hawkspur’s corporation. They each 
carried a sign which bore slogans such as: ‘NO MORE 
CHEMICAL WASTE,’ ‘POLLUTION KILLS. STOP NOW!’ 
‘HAWKSPUR OUT!’ Armed and armoured security guards 
watched the gathering crowd with grim unease. Alex watched 
the security guards and turned to Dorothy. 

‘This is hardly the most inspiring school outing for them 
is it?’ he said. 
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Dorothy glared at Alex before replying: ‘You think I 
should shield them from what’s going on? Make them grow 
up as blind as we were?’ 

‘That’s a very liberal outlook. I’m sure they’d rather be 
playing football.’ 

“What’s so liberal about telling the truth?’ 

Alex closed his eyes and paused. 

‘Sorry, Miss!’ 

Dorothy continued to glare. 

‘Football? Wake up, Alex, this is the Nineties! More like 
Nintendo.’ 

‘Nin-what?’ 

On the other side of the street a gleaming, Rolls Royce 
Silver Ghost slowed to a halt. Through the rear passenger 
window Hawkspur himself cast his eyes over the growing 
crowd. He almost smiled. 

‘High-functioning bipeds, capable of amazing feats of 
ingenuity. Yet they still delude themselves it’s a free country.’ 

Hawkspur looked forward and latched upon the back of 
his driver’s head. 

‘Does it make you feel futile, Sampson?’ 

Sampson, the driver, shook with surprise at the direct 
question. 

‘Sorry, sir?’ 

‘Being human. Don’t you feel inadequate about that fact?’ 

‘Sorry, sir, I don’t quite understand.’ 

Hawkspur looked back the protestors. 

‘That would appear to be the problem with your entire 
species.’ 

The Silver Ghost pulled away from the scene and 
disappeared pulling into a side entrance to the HQ. Upon the 
exact spot where the car had been a moment earlier a tall, lean 
figure clad in deep red appeared. The end of a long, red scarf 
trailed upon the ground at the figure’s feet as he watched the 
protestors. 
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A massive security guard stationed at the front entrance of 
Hawkspur Industries HQ noticed the figure’s approach. The 
guard issued a warning through his earpiece’s microphone. 

“Possible danger! Subject closing in from the northwest. 
Stop him before he gets too close.” 

At that same moment the central window of the HQ’s 
main tower opened and Hawkspur himself stood revealed. He 
looked down upon the gathered protestors and addressed them 
as if they were welcome guests. 

‘A new dawn is breaking for all our lives. You scorn me, 
when you should trust me!’ 

To Dorothy’s shock and disgust several of the protestor 
dropped their signs and began applauding Hawkspur’s words. 

‘They’re meant to be leading a protest against him!’ she 
complained to Alex. “He’s got them in the palm of his hand.’ 

Suddenly Dorothy heard a deep voice in her head — the 
same voice in her dream! 

‘Get out of here! Get away!’ 

Dorothy spun about and witnessed two Para-Cops 
dragging from the area a very tall, lean man with grey curly 
hair and deep-red clothing. Again, she heard the pleading 
voice in her head. 

‘Get away from here!’ 

Above the mesmerized protestors Hawkspur continued his 
lecture. 

“You sought a target, a reason to-’ 

Hawkspur paused. He had also seen the grey-haired man 
with the red clothes and scarf. Hawkspur followed the curly- 
haired man’s gaze and spotted Dorothy. Hawkspur’s eyes 
darkened with crackling energy. Dorothy heard both the 
voices of Hawkspur and the stranger in her head and then she 
shuddered and struggled to keep her balance — it was as if she 
was being torn from the face of the earth! 

Then everything turned grey. 

Dorothy heard a sound: metal clanging against asphalt. 
She turned towards the direction of the sound — saw a manhole 
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cover two hundred yards away. The cover launched into the 
air and from out of the hole two silver arms extended and 
latched gauntleted hands upon the ground. The arms heaved 
and a gigantic silver creature with a square head and dark 
circles for eyes emerged from beneath the earth. Somehow, 
without knowing how, Dorothy knew what the creature was: a 
Cyberman! 

Dorothy looked over to the man being led away by the 
Para-Cops. She looked upwards to Hawkspur standing in his 
tower. Hawkspur looked down upon her and his handsome, 
severe face melted to reveal a hideous, green skull with coal- 
red eyes and fanged teeth set in a leering smile. 

Dorothy’s view hurried back to the road as countless 
Cybermen emerged from multiple manholes, each hefting a 
gigantic firearm. The Cybermen advanced upon the protestors. 
Suddenly the man with the scarf broke free of the Para-Cops’ 
hold and charged towards the advancing silver giants. Just as 
the man met the machines Dorothy clutched her head in her 
hands and fell to her knees. 

Then she heard a new voice. 

‘Dorothy? Dorothy?’ It was Alex. ‘Dorothy? What the 
hell’s wrong?’ 

Dorothy opened her eyes. The colours had returned. The 
Cybermen, whatever they were, were gone. Dorothy looked up 
and saw the concerned faces of her students; they had gathered 
near her. The protestors were still listened with rapt attention 
and Hawkspur was still speaking, as if nothing strange had just 
happened. 

‘The future is in my hands... and mine alone.’ 

Alex grabbed Dorothy and tried to help her to stand. His 
face was strained with worry. 

‘We’d better get you to hospital!’ Alex stated. 

‘Let me go!’ Dorothy shouted as she pulled away and 
bolted down the street. Alex watched her departure with 
shock. The happy protestors noticed nothing but their new 
champion, Hawkspur. 
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Time passed uncertainly for Dorothy, but she knew it was 
later that same day. She had run until she had found a quiet, 
secluded spot of forest filled with flowers and floating 
butterflies and far away from the racing pulse of the city. 
There she was resting against the trunk of a tree lush with 
green leaves and thick branches. Dorothy cradled her head in 
the palm of her hand. Her eyes were closed, her breathing 
slow and peaceful. Then she heard the hateful voice screech. 

‘Do not move! Escape is impossible!’ 

Dorothy’s eyes snapped open. She saw three squat, 
metallic shapes gliding towards her. Again, somehow their 
name burnt through her mind- Daleks! The lead Dalek was the 
one shouting to her. She saw the twin cannons mounted on 
either side of the metal monster’s sides and inexplicably she 
knew it was a Special Weapons Dalek. 

Without warning the sky tore open with a tremendous 
shock of green lightning and deafening thunder. White light 
blotted out the forest, the flowers, the Daleks — everything! 
Then from out of a blood-red portal burnt into the sky five 
figures dropped to the ground. Each person wore the same 
green, sleeveless shirt, silver trousers and boots and a brown 
shoulder pack. 

The first of the arrivals to reach the ground — an athletic 
woman with short, brown hair — spied the Daleks. It was the 
Eco-Trooper Summerfield, from the future. One of the Red 
Daleks focused its electronic sights upon her. It trained its 
gun-stick upon her — and then it heard a voice, Hawkspur’s 
voice, within its neural network. 

‘Stop! No, bring them to me. Alive!’ 

The Daleks rolled forward towards the Eco-Troopers. 
Summerfield shouted to her soldiers. 

‘Take cover!’ 

The Special Weapons Dalek surged forward and fired its 
cannons. Flemyng just managed to throw herself out of the 
energy stream’s path as the beam struck the earth. A geyser of 
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fire and mud launched into the air from the weapon’s point of 
impact. 

Summerfield trained her blaster upon a Red Dalek and 
fired several bolts, which all bounced harmlessly off the 
creature’s armoured casing. She glanced over to where 
Flemyng had fallen and saw Sanders lift her unconscious body 
from the ground. Then Sanders jaw dropped in fear as he saw 
the Red Dalek bearing upon them. The Dalek opened fire; its 
beam struck Sanders and Flemyng — Summerfield closed her 
eyes in steeled sorrow. Then she signaled to Everitt and 
Mason to retreat. 

Dorothy watched the chaos with rapt wonder. Then she 
heard Alex’s voice. 

‘Dorothy? Dorothy!’ 

He had followed her. Dorothy hurried over to stop him 
from coming any closer and fell against him in a grateful 
embrace. 

‘Are you all right?’ Alex asked. He was carrying the 
bomber jacket with the word ‘ACE’ attached to its back. 

Dorothy saw the jacket and she closed her eyes. She then 
shook her head, as if to clear away a nightmare. 

‘What’s happening to me?’ she wondered as she looked 
back to the battle scene. The three Daleks had gathered around 
the fallen bodies of Sanders and Flemyng. Then there was an 
expanding flash of blue-white light and the bodies plus the 
Daleks disappeared. Alex, who had not noticed the battle, 
looked deep into Dorothy’s eyes. 

‘Let’s get out of here,’ he said. Dorothy followed after 
Alex as they walked towards the city. Almost without 
realizing, she had slipped on the ‘ACE’ jacket. 

A short distance away Summerfield stood with her 
remaining troops. 

“Where the hell have we landed?’ she shouted. 

Mason pulled a small monitoring device from his 
shoulder pack and studied a read-out. 

‘It’s winter, 1999,’ he announced. 
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Everitt was astounded. ‘Daleks aren’t meant to be in this 
time zone,’ he said. 

‘Yeah, but don’t forget what is,’ Summerfield reminded 
him. ‘You know what it’s capable of. And now it’s got 
Sanders and Flemyng!’ 

“Who’s the girl?’ Mason asked. 

Summerfield shook her head. ‘I don’t know, but I’ve got a 
feeling that if we find her, we’ll find the Doctor.’ 

oh 2K 28 

Sometime later Hawkspur sat behind the main desk in his 
penthouse office, which was decorated wall-to-wall with many 
examples of extravagant paintings. On the other side of the 
desk sat two Hawkspur Industries executives. Swift, a stern- 
faced, mustached man, spoke first. 

“The chemical research division report complete success, 
Mr. Hawkspur.’ 

Snyder, a long-haired, dark-skinned man, elaborated on 
the report. 

‘A spore had been developed capable of breaking down, 
separating and liquefying rock into its compound elements.’ 

Hawkspur twisted his mouth into a half-smile as Swift 
spoke again. 

‘Waste Division report one hundred per cent success. 
Twenty thousand gallons of untreated waste has been dumped 
off the coast of North Wales.’ 

‘Chemical Plant Allocation has been confirmed that the 
Bratal Rain Forest campaign has been defeated. All vegetation 
should be cleared in eleven days,’ Snyder added. 

‘Construction will begin on day fourteen of your 
schedule,’ Swift indicated. 

Hawkspur’s half-smile uncoiled into a sneer. Swift and 
Snyder fell silent as a nervous sensation fell over them. 

‘Satisfactory results when they should be exceptional,’ 
Hawkspur declared. ‘The Earth is an untapped reservoir of 
power. Your task is to control it, manipulate it, drain it dry, 
dig into its heart, its core!’ 
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Hawkspur’s eyes crackled with energy once more. Swift 
and Snyder stared at their superior with awe-struck fear. 

‘I want to feel this planet’s blood congeal on my hand. 
Now, go!’ 

The two executives leapt from their chairs and hurried 
from the room. A moment later the telephone on Hawkspur’s 
desk buzzed. Hawkspur pressed a button. 

‘Speak to me,’ he commanded. 

A female’s voice spoke through the grille. 

‘Sir, we have the Eco-Troopers.’ 

‘I’m on my way!’ Hawkspur replied. 

From the far-side of the office a black-skinned man 
approached Hawkspur’s desk. Hawkspur noted the arrival and 
offered a harsh smile. 

‘Ah, Frelane!’ called Hawkspur. ‘We have a slight 
problem to deal with. Namely, your incompetence!’ 

Frelane closed his eyes in shame and fear. 


Night had fallen upon the city. It was nearly two in the 
morning. Alex and Dorothy were waiting near a bench within 
a railway station inside the Underground. Dorothy, still 
wearing the ‘ACE’ jacket, turned to Alex. 

‘Do you think I'll get the sack?’ she asked. 

‘Why?’ wondered Alex. 

‘Well, when parents start to complain that their kids are 
being taught by a lunatic...I just can’t see it going down well 
with the Headmaster. ’ 

Alex smiled and rubbed Dorothy’s shoulder. 

‘Don’t worry; they probably thought you were playing.’ 

‘Give them some credit, Alex! I know they’re not in 
MENSA, but they’re not that stupid.’ 

Alex frowned and peered down the length of the tunnel. 
The track was empty and the place was silent. 

‘There’s not a curfew on in this area, is there?’ he asked. 

‘It’s just running late. Stop worrying,’ Dorothy assured 
him. 
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‘There’s a phone back there. I think P’Il-’ 

Dorothy took steps towards the phone. 

“Let me go,’ she said. 

‘But you’re-’ 

Dorothy playfully touched a finger to Alex’s lips. 

‘I’m fine. Bad daydreams, nothing more. Besides, if the 
train comes you can keep it waiting till I get back.’ 

Dorothy walked up the stairs, leaving Alex alone and 
pondering. The last thing of her he saw was the ‘ACE’ logo, 
which seemed to shine in the darkness. The lumbering 
darkness of a moving shadow, which loomed close behind 
Alex. He twisted about and saw the massive, hairy beast — 
some kind of Yeti! - bellowing its rage as it bore down upon 
him... 


ok kk 


Above ground Dorothy was approaching a red telephone 
booth when she heard a_ horrified scream from the 
Underground. 

‘Alex!’ 

She moved to return below but a hand gripped her 
shoulder. She turned around and saw him, the curly-haired 
man with the scarf. The man lifted a finger to his lips. 

“Let stealth be our watchword! Shhh!’ 

A strange, wheezing groan filled Dorothy’s mind as the 
monsters from her dream crowded her thoughts: Daleks, 
Kandyman, Davros, a spinning Police Box -the TARDIS!-, 
and just before her mind blanked and her eyes closed, Dorothy 
for a moment knew the man’s name: the Doctor. 

Dorothy collapsed. The Doctor caught her, carried her 
from the telephone booth and off into the night. Nearby, the 
hunting growl of the Yeti echoed through the darkness... 

oh Kok 

Somewhere else there was a sparse, metal chamber. The 
sharp chimes of computer systems sliced through the air. 
Strapped down upon two upright metal and marble tables in 
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the centre of the room were Sanders and Flemyng. Through a 
passageway at the far end of the chamber strode Hawkspur, 
who stood before the table-bound Eco-Troopers. 

‘It would seem that my past is catching up with me,’ 
Hawkspur stated. “And as you can see...’ 

“You’re human?’ Mason asked in surprise. 

‘How observant you are!’ Hawkspur mocked. ‘I’ve 
moved on to a higher plane of thought, and existence. And, 
you know, I’m actually pleased to see you.’ 

A real smile graced Hawkspur’s mouth. 

“Your ancestors offer very little amusement value, when 
one terminates their lives. Whereas you appreciate death with 
a far greater sense of...irony.’ 

Flemyng strained to lift her head as far as she could from 
the table. 

“When the others find the Doc-’ 

‘Doctor?’ Hawkspur interrupted. ‘Please, don’t you think 
I realise the scale of my mistake? If I’d have absorbed his 
mind instead of killing him, I’d have known about that little 
trap you set for me in advance. Much like yourselves, I 
deduced that a time traveler, with such obvious affection for 
this planet, would have visited at some point in the past.’ 

Hawkspur paused, letting the enormity of his wisdom 
impress upon himself. 

‘I watched; I waited; I found him. I’m so grateful to you 
for giving me a second chance to eradicate your species. This 
time, I promise you, I’m doing it with far more style. Oh, 
incidentally, I applaud your valiant efforts to follow me into 
the past, but you mistimed it! You’re nineteen years too late. I 
found the Doctor first!’ 

Mason and Flemyng glanced at one another with worry as 
Hawkspur continued to gloat. 

‘It’s quite stimulating to keep control on him. Since he 
escaped from here he seems to be regaining some of the 
instincts and faculties I wiped from his memory.’ 
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A loud chime sounded from the passageway through 
which Hawkspur had entered earlier. Hawkspur looked back 
to the portal and smiled. The metal doors slid back into the 
walls and a miasma of thick smoke billowed into the chamber. 
Obscured within the smoke were two, towering, furry 
creatures with a smaller shape between them. The haze cleared 
and the two creatures stood revealed as Yeti. The shape 
between them was a web-covered cocoon. Inside the cocoon 
was an unconscious human body. 

Hawkspur approached the Yeti and their cargo. He peered 
through the cocoon’s covering and saw the face of the human: 
it was Alex Stewart. His hands were still raised in defense. 
Hawkspur pulled back with dissatisfaction. 

‘This isn’t the one! There is a young girl who seems to be 
causing the problem. I don’t know how, but I will when I find 
her. You have my word on that!’ He addressed the two Yeti. 
‘Restrain him. I don’t see that recapturing the Doctor will be 
that much of a problem. It would seem that wherever she may 


gO... 


As the Doctor carried Dorothy towards a large, country 
home surrounded by trees and granges, the voice of Hawkspur 
seemed to echo within his thoughts: ‘he will surely follow!’ 

The Doctor carefully placed Dorothy’s sleeping form at 
the entrance of the country home’s large porch. For a moment 
his gaze lingered upon his peaceful features. Then he turned 
and raced away between the trees and beneath the shadows. 

oh 2K 28 

The next morning found several Para-Cops investigating 
the damage inflicted upon the Underground’s railway station. 
Wispy tendrils of webbing dangled from the ceiling and 
between the support columns. Chunks of concrete hewn free 
from the walls littered the claw-cut floor. Blood stained a 
track-side bench. 
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The leader of the investigating team, a pale, exhausted- 
looking man named Officer Spaulding, was speaking into a 
hand-held video tablet. 

‘There’s evidence of an attack. We’ve found a kind of 
webbing all over the place, Sir.’ 

On Spaulding’s monitor his direct superior, a bearded 
man in a white uniform, listened impassively. 

‘How many casualties?’ he asked. 

‘No bodies,’ Spaulding answered. ‘We’ve found an I.D. 
Card. We don’t know if there was anyone with him.’ 

Spaulding held up the I.D. card close to the tablet screen. 
The card, a teacher’s pass, bore the name and photo of Alex 
Stewart. 


Hours later the same photo of Alex Stewart was being 
broadcast on BNN News over the tagline ‘Missing Man.’ 
Television anchor A.J. Manson , addressed her audience once 
more to report the disappearance: 

‘Mystery continues to surround the disappearance of Alex 
Stewart, son of the former head of the United Nations 
Intelligence Taskforce Brigadier Lethbridge-Stewart. Tony 
McCabe sent this report earlier today.’ 

The news image cut to the exterior of a large, country 
home, the same location where the Doctor had deposited 
Dorothy the night before. Now, in the early morning light a 
large gathering of reporters and cameramen was swarming 
outside the home as a green Range Rover pulled up to the 
patio entrance. As the Range Rover slowed to a halt Tony 
McCabe’s voice sounded: 

‘Long-renowned for his reluctance to speak of his time 
with UNIT ,’ — a series of photographs depicting Lethbridge- 
Stewart’s younger, active service days as both a Colonel and a 
Brigadier flashed across the television image — ‘today’s 
unexpected return from the international peace conference in 
Geneva showed no signs of change with his attitude towards 
the media.’ 
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The driver side passenger door opened and the Brigadier 
emerged. The old soldier was now silver-haired and in his 
late-sixties. He wore a gray flat cap, tweed suit and blue 
cardigan, the picture of an aging British gentleman. 
Nevertheless, the man’s straight back and _ powerfully 
confident gaze declared without equivocation his life-long 
military dignity and indomitable spirit. And he still had no 
time for reporters. 

The reporters tried to gather around Lethbridge-Stewart 
but he was having none of it. As the Brigadier marched 
towards the entrance to his home several media men shouted 
their questions: 

‘Would you comment on the widely held belief that your 
son’s been taken by a foreign power?’ 

‘Middle East or the Orient, Brigadier?’ 

‘Has there been any kind of ransom demand?’ 

On the television screen Lethbridge-Stewart entered his 
home and slammed the door behind him. Then the image 
dissolved into a full-screen of static. The Brigadier set down 
the television remote control fire mantelpiece in his elegant, 
Edwardian-style study and sat in a leather armchair, which 
was one of two arranged in the room. He was seething with 
annoyance at the media attention he had endured. The 
Brigadier had never liked seeing himself on television — too 
much exposure. And he would never like reporters. 

‘Imbeciles!’ he muttered as he shook his head at the 
reporter’s inane questions regarding his son. Reporters always 
got the facts wrong, he lamented to himself. Then he 
remembered Sarah Jane Smith and his demeanour softened 
somewhat. He wished she were here now, but he already had a 
guest. 

Then a door opened and Dorothy entered the study. She 
looked bewildered, confused and very worried as she walked 
into the room and scanned her eyes over its collections of 
military memorabilia and photographic history. For a moment 


32 


the Brigadier watched her study of his study with mild 
bemusement. Then he addressed her. 

‘Feeling any better?’ 

Dorothy, startled, almost fell into the other armchair. She 
looked over at the older man seated across from her. His fire- 
lit face was so familiar. 

‘How did I-’ 

‘More to the point,’ Lethbridge-Stewart interrupted, ‘Who 
brought you here? And why?’ 

Dorothy tried to remember the answer but she could offer 
none. But she remembered what had happened to Alex. 

‘Have they found Alex?’ she asked. 

For a moment Lethbridge-Stewart was silent. Then he 
spoke. 

‘My son appears to have vanished into thin air. Or...’ 

There was a pause. 

‘Or, what?’ Dorothy asked. 

A chunk of wood in the flames cracked open. The 
released of heat and flame illuminated the Brigadier’s face. 

‘Tell me about your dreams, Dorothy.’ 

‘Sorry?’ 

‘Please, it’s important.’ 

Dorothy stared at the dark carpet upon the study’s floor. 

‘I don’t know. Well, it’s just that I keep seeing...’ 

‘Autons? Yeti? Cybermen? Daleks?’ 

Dorothy’s gaze shot back to meet Lethbridge-Stewart. He 
continued to speak as if her shock was immaterial. 

“You respond to words that you’ve never even heard.’ 

Dorothy’s vision glazed. For a moment the Brigadier was 
only a dark silhouette within the glow of the fire. 

‘When I found you outside, I thought you were 
unconscious. But you kept saying things...names, places from 
my past.’ 

Dorothy’s vision blurred. The man and the flames merged 
together into a wash of dark and light. 

‘I think you’re being used as a desperate cry for help.’ 
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Dorothy shook her head and her vision cleared. She saw 
Lethbridge-Stewart clearly. He had her full attention. 

‘What?’ she asked. ‘I don’t understand. What do you 
mean? By who?’ 

‘A traveller, a colleague. I suppose I could even call him 
a friend.’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart gazed into the red glow of the flames 
and they carried his memories into the past... 


...to the flashing, red glare of a security vehicle’s warning 
lights, to a scene of chaos, of security guards rushing towards 
and from every direction upon a vast field, or an ambulance 
passing through the main gate of a large research center 
studded with satellite dishes, or a sign declaring the words 
‘The Pharos Project.” Within his own recollections, the 
Brigadier heard himself explaining the past. 

‘It must have been close to twenty years ago. I was still 
involved in UNIT.’ 

He saw himself exit the UNIT Jeep, dressed in full 
uniform and cap, and then approach the ambulance. 

‘There was a call from Whitehall. There was a bad 
accident at the Centre.’ 

The memory of the Brigadier neared an ambulance 
stretcher guided by two personnel. There was a figure laid out 
upon the stretcher, covered in a dark sheet. 

‘They were using the radio-telescope to monitor space 
waves, that sort of thing. Some poor chap feel off its highest 
gantry.’ 

The figure beneath the sheet shifted. A tut of greying 
curls emerged from beneath the edge of the cover. 

‘The fall should have killed him instantly.’ 

In his memory the Brigadier pulled away the sheet and 
reacted in shock as he recognized the face of the Doctor, much 
older than he remembered. 

“But he was alive. And he was asking for me.’ 


34 


The Doctor reached towards the Brigadier, his eyes 
pleading for help... 
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Lethbridge-Stewart stood from his chair and walked to the 
fireplace. He stared deep into the flames. His movement 
blocked the light from the flames and roused Dorothy from the 
flow of the story. Then she blinked and returned her attention 
to Lethbridge-Stewart. 

‘It was the Doctor,’ said Lethbridge-Stewart. ‘He should 
have regenerated. Something held him. It wouldn’t let his 
body die.’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart turned from the fire and looked to 
Dorothy. 

‘I gave him what help I could, in a UNIT hospital. But 
after a few days he just disappeared.’ 

‘And he’s asking for help through me?’ Dorothy asked. 

‘You’ve just proved it to me. The public know nothing 
about the Pharos Centre. You didn’t know what I meant by 
regenerated, or who the Doctor was. If we can find the Doctor, 
I think we’ll find the answer to everything.’ 

‘How do we do that?’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart smiled. 

‘That’s the one thing I do have the answer to.’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart placed a kindly arm around Dorothy’s 
shoulders as he led her from the study. 


Outside the home all was dark and still. Then a patch of 
bushes near a wall rustled and three figures emerged: 
Summerfield, Everitt and Mason. Summerfield turned to 
Mason. 

‘Are you sure this is it?’ 

‘The monitor only picked up a brief body scan on her. But 
I’ve never known the tracking beam to be wrong yet,’ Mason 
replied. 

There was sound of moving metal. Summerfield and the 
others looked across the house’s courtyard and saw its garage 
doors slid upward. 

‘Get undercover, quick!’ Summerfield whispered. 
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From within the cavernous gloom of the garage two 
bright spots of light broke from the darkness. An engine 
rumbled and a bright yellow Edwardian-style roadster shot 
free of the garage. Hiding in the bushes, Summerfield, Mason 
and Everitt watched the flamboyant car race past. Before the 
vehicle disappeared around a corner Summerfield stood, 
aimed a pistol at the back of the car and fired a homing tracer, 
which affixed itself to a yellow-spoked spare tire. As the 
roadster turned the corner Summerfield nodded in satisfaction 
as she spotted the tracer dart’s red activation light flashing. 


The yellow car raced along the narrow country road with 
Lethbridge-Stewart behind the driver wheel and Dorothy 
seated beside him. Dorothy surveyed the car’s interior cabin 
with amazement. 

“Where the hell did you find this thing?’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart only smiled and somehow she knew. 

‘Don’t tell me. It’s the Doctor’s.” And once again 
somehow she knew the car had a name: Bessie. 

‘I’ve looked after it since he last worked for UNIT. I give 
it a run now and again, just to charge up the battery.’ 
Lethbridge-Stewart paused and smiled wider. ‘And unnerve 
the odd Porsche driver.’ 

He reached across the dashboard and flicked a blue 
switch, which activated a circular screen. White-green lines 
traced across the monitor, which showed a map of the local 
area. Lethbridge-Stewart gestured to the screen. 

‘It covers a twenty mile area. When it picks up a twin 
heartbeat, it’1l register where the Doctor 1s.’ 

‘That could take forever,’ Dorothy noted. She noticed a 
dot of flashing light appear on the screen. ‘Why haven’t you 
used it to try and find him before?’ 

‘Up until now, I’ve never had any proof that he’s been so 
close.’ 

‘Proof?’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart glanced over to Dorothy. 
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‘Who do you think brought you to my house in the first 
place?’ 

Dorothy stared back in surprise as the roadster sped down 
the lane. 

oh 2K ok 

Elsewhere there was a space of static, a field of white and 
black particles consuming one another for control of a simpler 
shade of grey. Hawkspur, seated before a computer screen, 
leaned close to the image of electric opposition. 

‘If you could move through static electricity, know its 
power, feel its potency, do you think you would ever want to 
return to your natural form?’ he asked without turning to 
notice his assistant Snyder, who was seated on the other side 
of the desk. 

‘I don’t know, Mr. Hawspur,’ Snyder replied with an 
uncertain tone. 

‘Uncertainty it is the downfall of most species. With you 
it’s almost a virtue!’ Hawkspur looked up. ‘What do you want, 
Snyder?’ 

‘Surveillance has found the people you’re looking for, sir. 

Snyder slid a paper across the desk towards his employer. 
A quadrant of ink seeped into the surface of the sheet depicted 
a sky-high view of London. A series of coordinates marked a 
specific point. Hawkspur studied the coordinates and curled 
his mouth into a smile. 

‘Thank you,’ he purred. 

Snyder heard a sound from the other side of the 
penthouse, a sharp hissing of air. He turned about and saw 
two, massive silhouettes standing in the office’s entryway. 
The duo stepped forward into the low lights of the room and 
Snyder blanched with terror. Hawkspur, who was completely 
at ease at the sight of his arrivals, addressed them. 

‘Tell them I'll deal with it personally. Bring them to me.’ 

Hawkspur returned his gaze to the static-charged 
computer screen. He input the coordinates and the static began 
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to clear. He saw a dilapidated building, a deserted street, and 
three familiar people... 


Summerfield, Everitt and Mason had followed the trace to 
a forgotten street just beyond the heart of the city. They 
moved slowly as Mason scanned for further traces. They 
halted for a moment. Everitt’s gaze flitted from side to side, 
shadow to shadow. He pointed his blaster towards the 
darkness. Summerfield threw him an amused stare. 

‘Shadows can’t kill you, Everitt!’ 

‘I saw something move.’ 

Summerfield’s amusement fled. 

‘Come on, if we don’t find that car by dawn they could 
easily move out of range.’ 

Mason’s tracer began to chirp — it had re-acquired the 
connection. Everitt tensed to hold a finger to his lips. 

‘Shhhh! Listen!’ he whispered. 

“What is it?’ Mason asked as he edged towards the sound 
in the shadows. A low, hiss was slithering through the dim. It 
shifted closer, closer. Mason spun about — there was a 
mountain rising behind him — an Ice Warrior! The armoured 
Martian bared its teeth and its claw swooped towards his face 

‘Mason?’ Summerfield called. There was heavy thud but 
no other sound in the gloom. Summerfield peered along the 
alley. Mason was gone. Summerfield turned back to Everitt. 

‘Split up! Keep to the main street.’ 

Before Everitt could take a step another Ice Warrior 
emerged from hiding and stood before him. The emerald 
armour-encased alien raised its weapon arm and fired a bolt of 
sonic energy straight towards Everitt. The blast struck Everitt 
in the shoulder and hurled him backwards against a far wall. 
Immobilized but conscious, Everitt watched the Martian 
watrior bare down upon him. 

‘No!’ Summerfield shouted as she leveled her blaster and 
fired maximum-power bursts against the creature. The energy 
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fizzled harmlessly against the Warrior’s casing. Everitt, 
knowing the inevitable was upon him, cried out. 
‘Summerfield, get out of here!’ 
Summerfield listened and raced away from the ambush. 
She was on her own now. 


ok rk ok 


Early the next morning Bessie pulled to stop within a 
church graveyard. While Dorothy gazed up at the architecture 
of the abandoned church Lethbridge-Stewart gazed out along 
the rows of headstones. For a moment he thought he saw a 
small, dark-haired woman standing and watching from a 
distance away, but she was gone a moment later. He assumed 
it must have been the last of the night’s shadows driven away 
by the rising sun and thought no more of it. Then Dorothy 
spoke. 

‘He’s here?’ she half-asked, half-declared. 

‘The least we can do is look inside,’ Lethbridge-Stewart 
replied. Both wondered what they would really find inside. 
They exited Bessie and entered the remains of the church. 


A short time later they had discovered within the 
decaying building a set of large, intricately-carved wooden 
double doors. The wood was clean and the carvings were fresh 
and smooth, as if the doors had been recently installed. As 
they stood before the doors Lethbridge-Stewart turned to 
Dorothy. 

‘Now what was the UNIT motto: Esspectabilis quod 
improvisus.’ 

To his surprise, Dorothy answered with a correct 
translation. 

‘Yeah, ‘Expect the Unexpected.’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart pulled open the doors and their view 
opened upon a vast library with walls filled to brimming with 
seemingly endless shelves of books, scrolls, tablets and 
parchments. Shafts of sunlight glittered through panes of 
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stained glass windows. At the opposite end of the library a 
large column of hue-soaked light shown upon a tall figure 
wrapped in ruby, scarlet and burgundy. A deep red scarf 
twisted around the man’s shoulders and a thick mass of iron- 
grey curls twisted and sprouted above the scarf. Lethbridge- 
Stewart called to the figure. 

‘Doctor? Doctor, is that you?’ 

The Doctor turned around and stared at them, saying 
nothing. Then he read from a book he held in his hand. 

‘We are such stuff as dreams are made of. And our little 
life is rounded with a sleep.’ 

At the sound of the Doctor’s booming voice, Dorothy 
stepped backwards and clutched her head. The pulsing rush of 
memories she could not know — of Daleks, the Kandyman, 
Davros, the Master! — flooded her mind once more. She lost 
conscious and collapsed to the ground. The Doctor looked 
upon her fallen body and then up to Lethbridge-Stewart. 

‘Oh, dear,’ he muttered. 


Sometime later Dorothy was sleeping upon a soft chaise 
sofa. Lethbridge-Stewart was watching over her, worried for 
her safety. The Doctor, who stood several yards away, was 
staring into the filtered sunlight streaming through the 
windows. He sighed and began to speak. 

‘What else can I do? How about going away and just 
leaving me to gather dust, like everything else in this place? I 
think it’s what I deserve, and I’m wholeheartedly resigned to 
my fate.’ 

The Doctor laughed and spun around. 

‘No! Actually, I’m relishing every minute of it! If I can 
maintain my current rate, I should have read everything here 
by the time I reach my sixth regeneration. Possibly twice!’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart walked towards the Doctor. 

‘But I thought you were calling for help!’ he said, 
bewildered. 

The Doctor waved his hand in dismissal. 
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‘No, no, no, no, no, no, no. You were always asking ME 
for help. ‘Doctor, only you can stop the Daleks!’ ‘Doctor, only 
you can defeat the Autons!’ Sounds familiar, doesn’t it? It was 
all so tedious. Very, very boring.’ 

The Doctor spun around and marched forward to 
disappear around a high stack of thick volumes. 

‘Now just a minute!’ Lethbridge-Stewart called as he 
followed after the Doctor. He found him standing still and 
studying the titles of the dusty books. The Doctor glanced to 
his colleague once more and scowled. 

“You’re getting a bit sentimental in your old age. You 
ought to regenerate, before it gets any worse. Oh, I forgot!’ 
The Doctor smiled, almost reprovingly. “You’re just a human, 
aren’t you?’ 

‘Damn it, man!’ Lethbridge-Stewart spat as he lashed out 
an arm and knocked the book stack to the floor. ‘ve spent my 
entire career defending your every move, never once 
questioning your motives and this is how you repay me? I last 
see you during the ‘Zygon Gambit,’ then when you turn up 
half-dead at the Pharos centre...Who was it you turned to for 
help?’ 

The Doctor sealed shut his eyes and clutched his head. 
Inside his mind he saw thirteen faces, some familiar, some 
unknown — his own fourth among them — circling in his 
vision. Intercutting across the faces —his faces — he saw 
Daleks, Zygons, Davros, the Master, all manners of monsters! 
Then there was darkness. 


Deep within Hawkspur’s research chamber, the man 
himself was watching Mason and Everitt being strapped to 
operating tables alongside their colleagues Sanders and 
Flemyng. From behind the monitoring terminal, Snyder called 
to his employer. 

‘Professor Hawkspur?’ 

‘Speak to me,’ Hawkspur commanded. 
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‘Something’s breaking down the programming in the 
Doctor’s mind!’ 

‘What?’ 

Swift hurried to join Snyder at the monitor. He tried to 
interpret the readings. 

‘Something’s reaching into his subconscious,’ Swift 
surmised. ‘It’s causing him deep emotional trauma.’ 

Snyder smirked and glanced to Swift. 

‘A slight underestimation of the Doctor’s will power, Mr. 
Swift?’ 

Swift burnt a glare towards his counterpart before 
continuing. 

‘Whatever it is, it’s stirred memories so deep that-’ 

Hawkspur interrupted Swift’s explanation and offered his 
own, simplified interpretation of the data. 

“Are you saying that he’s free of my control? Must I deal 
with everything myself?!’ 

Hawkspur turned about and marched away, fuming with 
frustration. 

Left alone, Snyder turned on Swift. 

‘So much for you to quote: ‘Revolutionary mind control 
techniques!’ 

Swift seethed and replied: ‘You’re forgetting who 
programmed him.’ 

Snyder looked away and gulped with fear. 


At that moment back in the church library the Doctor’s 
mind cleared and his eyes opened. He looked upon his old 
friend Lethbridge-Stewart and he beamed with joy. 

‘My dear Lethbridge-Stewart! How wonderful to see you 
again!” 

Then the Doctor’s expression flattened and he walked 
past Lethbridge-Stewart without a further word. Perplexed, 
Lethbridge-Stewart watched the Doctor’s departure. 

‘Doctor?’ he asked as he followed and found the Time 
Lord standing over Dorothy’s sleeping body. 
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‘Please accept my apologies for my earlier, cavalier 
behavior, Brigadier,’ the Doctor declared before smiling 
again. ‘I knew you’d find me if I left the girl with you. You 
know you’re very therapeutic to have around. I’ve been 
somewhat schizophrenic of late. That can cause real problems 
for a Gallifreyan. One has so many personalities to choose 
from.’ 

The Doctor stooped over and examined Dorothy, opening 
her eyes to see their condition. 

‘I have a suspicion what’s wrong with her and it’s not 
what one could call encouraging.’ 

Without waking, Dorothy began to mutter slurred words. 

‘Da-Dav...ros...Va-Va...Valeyard...Je-Jek...’ 

“What’s she talking about?’ asked Lethbridge-Stewart. 

‘I’m not that sure,’ the Doctor answered. ‘You see, it 
hasn’t actually happened yet.’ 

“You’ve lost me on that one.’ 

‘Whatever it is she’s taking about, it could be from the 
future, or the past. Her mind’s been invaded by someone 
else’s memory, and the strain’s beginning to kill her.’ 

‘Who on Earth would do something like that?’ 

The Doctor dipped his head and closed his eyes. 

‘Me.’ 


Outside in the graveyard Summerfield approached the 
church. She spotted Bessie and knew her tracer had brought 
her to the correct location. She removed her blaster from its 
holster. 


Beneath the church the Doctor led Lethbridge-Stewart 
along a dank, moist stone tunnel. He was reveling in the 
chance to be alongside his old friend once more as he 
explained his theories. 

‘Think about it, Brigadier. I fell one hundred and fifty feet 
off a radar tower! I’ve managed to avoid death’s embrace on 
numerous occasions, but I’m not that good!’ 
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“You should be dead,’ Lethbridge-Stewart concluded. 

The Doctor glanced to his friend with widened eyes. 

‘Tact never was your strong point, was it? Something’s 
gone to an awful lot of trouble to keep me alive. And, I’ve got 
a nasty suspicion that it will be far from happy when it realizes 
I’ve found out.’ 

‘Can’t you just get away from here in that TARDIS 
contraption of yours?’ 

‘Would that I could, Lethbridge-Stewart, would that I 
could, but, as with most things, I seem to have lost it.’ 

The two men continued down the tunnel in silence. A few 
minutes later they entered what appeared to be crypt of some 
sort, but one whose walls were laden with control panels 
cracked with age and cankered with rust. Mouldy, torn power 
cables spilled through the panel tears and holes. The 
technology remnants looked as if they had been decomposing 
for decades. 

Centred in the rotted enclosure were the disintegrating 
remains of a cobweb-clogged metal and glass pyramid. The 
shape stood about eight feet in height, with frayed cables 
extending from its base. Lethbridge-Stewart thought the 
construct looked much like the machine used by the Great 
Intelligence in the Underground back in January, 1966, when 
he had first met a younger, and very different Doctor, then in 
his second incarnation. 

The current, revived fourth incarnation of the Doctor 
stood beside the burst, jagged remains of the pyramid and 
admired its form. 

‘Pretty, isn’t it?’ he said. 

‘What on earth is it?’ Lethbridge-Stewart asked. 

‘Up until now, I’ve been falsely accused of it being an 
architectural folly, celebrating the death of some wealthy 
eccentric.’ 

‘Death?’ Lethbridge-Stewart echoed. 

“These are catacombs, Brigadier.’ 

“Well, if it’s not a tomb, what is it?’ 
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The Doctor smacked a hand against the pyramid’s edge. 
‘Part of the puzzle we have to solve, to find out why I’m 
still here.’ 


Back at his research centre, Hawspur stood before the 
massive transmat chamber. Its metal entry slabs swung open 
and out from the energized mist within the chamber emerged 
two red Daleks and the black Special Weapons Dalek. The 
Dalek trio slid forward from the chamber and stopped to face 
Hawkspur. The Special Weapons Dalek trained its sight upon 
its master, who spoke his orders. 

‘Find the Doctor. He can strain at the leash, but we must 
not let him snap it. If anything tries to stop you, exterminate 
it.’ 

Inside the crypt the Doctor’s voice echoed from within 
the ruined pyramid while Lethbridge-Stewart stood watch 
outside and listened. 

‘It’s some sort of refractive storage chamber. Whoever 
built it must have got the shock of his life. ’ 

‘What do you mean?’ asked Lethbridge-Stewart. 

The Doctor’s head poked clear of the pyramid’s interior. 

‘This side of it was smashed open from the inside. 
Something wanted to get out. And as a result, time’s been 
manipulated. History altered.’ 

‘But, I don’t understand how-’ 

‘That’s just the problem, Brigadier. Neither do I! I’m not 
meant to be here, neither are you. We’re trapped in an 
alternate reality. A dark dimension.’ 

The Doctor closed his eyes and heaved a heavy sigh. 
Lethbridge-Stewart inhaled and knew cheer was their best 
defense. 

‘Chin up, Doctor! At least that thing you’re talking about 
can’t control you anymore.’ 

But the Doctor simply shook his head. 
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‘It’s not that simple, I’m afraid. ’'ve been taken out of 
time. Entropy’s already set in; my past is eroding piece by 
piece. Each of my regenerations will suddenly cease to exist.’ 

The Doctor closed his eyes, saw his future faces. 

‘My tenth,’ (a lean, vulpine face with large, dark eyes), 
‘my ninth,’ (a hardened countenance of ice eyes and cropped 
hair) ‘It will work its way back until it reaches me. Eventually, 
I'll just fade away like a ghost.’ 

The Doctor’s eyes dropped. He had noticed something a 
short distance away. He exited the pyramid and walked past 
Lethbridge-Stewart to what he had noticed on the floor: a 
book, its cover and pages thick with grime and dust. The 
Doctor bent down and retrieved the book. He scanned the 
contents of the pages and realized it was some sort of log. He 
read the last entry. 

‘Just like the Marie Celeste, we have a final journal entry. 
Whatever burst out of that pyramid, it was presumably after 
December 12", 1936.’ The Doctor traced his finger along a 
torn edge of paper attached to the log’s spine. Several pages 
before the last had been ripped from the book. 

‘And somebody remembered to remove the evidence.’ 

‘Hold it right there!” a woman’s voice shouted. 
Lethbridge-Stewart and the Doctor turned in surprise towards 
the sound. It was Summerfield, aiming her blaster directly at 
them. 

oh ok ok 

Static cleared from a screen and A.J. Manson’s perfectly 
poised face appeared on the screen. The BBC Three 
Newswatch announcer began to speak. 

‘And now, exclusively to BBC3 Newswatch. The 
morning after his victory in the General Election it’s ‘Face to 
Face’ with...’ 

Hawkspur’s smiling face appeared on the screen next to 
A.J. 

‘Professor Oliver Hawkspur. Prime Minister, thank you 
for joining us.’ 
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‘A.J., the pleasure’s all mine.’ 
Static consumed the image once more. 
ok 2K 28 

Returning along the length of stone catacombs, the Doctor 
carried the unconscious body of Summerfield. Behind him 
walked Lethbridge-Stewart and Dorothy, who had struck 
Summerfield from behind a moment after she had appeared 
with her weapon. 

‘Did you have to hit her so hard?’ the Doctor said, 
scolding Dorothy. 

‘She had a gun!’ Dorothy protested. 

The Doctor immediately switched emotions and began to 
theorize again. 

‘I think our friend here comes from the future.’ 

‘How can you be so certain?’ inquired Lethbridge- 
Stewart. 

‘She’s carrying an open-ended Voltron-wave transmitter,’ 
the Doctor answered. 

‘A what?’ Dorothy asked as she opened Summerfield’s 
pack and removed a small, golden box marked on each face 
with circular patterns of even smaller grouping of circles. 

‘I suppose you could say it’s like a key to a door that just 
happens to lead into a time vortex.’ 

Dorothy studied the box’s markings. 

“What does this writing mean?’ she wondered. 

‘It’s one of my signatures,’ the Doctor replied with 
affection. 

Lethbridge-Stewart and Dorothy stared at the Doctor, who 
simply smiled. 

‘As you’d find with any great masterpiece, the artist 
always signs their work!’ 


A short time later the Doctor, Dorothy and Lethbridge- 
Stewart stood in the graveyard outside of the church. The box 
transmitter was resting upon the ground. The Doctor extended 
his arm towards the box and activated his Sonic Screwdriver. 
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The box began to glow and shudder with golden-green 
energy before levitating into the air and expelling a bright 
flash of white light. When the light cleared the box was gone 
and in its place there was a large control terminal and hovering 
directly behind was a giant portal of burning red light: the 
entrance to the time vortex. 

‘Tt still works!’ Dorothy exclaimed. 

‘Would you expect less from a master craftsman?’ the 
Doctor beamed. 

Lethbridge-Stewart looked down kindly upon Dorothy. 

‘How are you feeling, my dear?’ he asked. 

Before Dorothy could respond the Doctor answered for 
her. 

‘She should be fine, for the moment. Whatever we’re 
dealing with, since it lost its hold on me, my mere presence 
seems to neutralize the effect on her.” The Doctor turned and 
flashed a wide, toothy grin. “Then again, it might just be my 
natural charisma.’ 

Dorothy’s eyed widened. Then she asked: ‘That girl?’ 

‘The one you attacked without mercy, yes?’ the Doctor 
retorted. 

Dorothy sighed but continued: ‘Are you sure it’s alright to 
just leave her on that sofa? I mean she has-’ 

‘Got a gun?’ the Doctor completed. He grinned even 
wider and nodded to Lethbridge-Stewart. Dorothy followed 
his gaze and Lethbridge-Stewart half-smiled before holding 
out his hand, which contained several bullets. 


Inside the library Summerfield was sprawled upon the 
chaise sofa, her eyes closed. From around as shelf of books, a 
red Dalek emerged. Its eyestalk sight scanned the nearest 
bookcase and panned over to the sofa — which was empty. The 
Dalek’s gaze lingered a moment more, and then it turned and 
glided away. 

From behind the sofa, Summerfield’s head rose from her 
hiding spot to peer over the top of the cushions. She checked 
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her gun’s ammunition status, saw it was empty, and her face 
darkened with anger. Quietly and quickly she exited the 
library. 


Outside, the Doctor was reading the Volton Machine’s 
control monitors. 

‘It should be simple enough to get back to 1936,’ he 
commented. ’I have to know what happened there.’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart leaned over the Doctor’s shoulder and 
lifted a long, black hand-held control device from a 
compartment at the side of the terminal. 

‘Some sort of weapon,’ Lethbridge-Stewart commented. 

The Doctor took the device and examined it. At his touch 
a multi-coloured pattern of button flared and flashed. 

‘How odd! It’s tuned into my thought waves. They 
must...they must have come looking for me!’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart pondered. ‘You mean it’s like some 
sort of homing beacon?’ 

‘If you go into the vortex once this is activated, you’ll end 
up at some point in my past, or even my future. I’d never have 
thought my life would be open to such tourism!’ 

The Doctor stood from the terminal and handed the 
device back to Lethbridge-Stewart. He beamed with pride at 
the exchange. 

‘Another memento for your collection, Brigadier!’ Then 
the Doctor turned serious. ‘Now you’re quite clear?’ 

‘Nothing to worry about, old chap,’ Lethbridge-Stewart 
assured him. The Doctor walked towards the vortex portal 
while Lethbridge-Stewart studied the device’s coloured dials. 

‘So, I just have to watch these dials and make sure they 
keep steady, correct?’ 

‘If they move a fraction of an inch, I’m as good as dead,’ 
the Doctor warned. 

‘But, uh, you didn’t tell me what to do if that happens,’ 
Lethbridge-Stewart asked as worry began to seep into his 
words. He and Dorothy glanced to one another with concern. 
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‘Oh, it’s quite simple, really,’ the Doctor called as he 
walked into the vortex and disappeared. His last words echoed 
from nothingness. 

‘Start to panic.’ 
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Faster than panic the Doctor emerged from the vortex and 
onto a grassy field. He knew that he had not travelled in space 
- he was still in the church graveyard — but he had crossed 
through time. Instead of a clear, sunlit day it was now a moon- 
bright evening. But when was this night? The Doctor licked a 
finger and held it up to inspect the air. 

Instantly he identified the era: the Earth year 1936 — but 
this 1936 was exceptionally different than his time-sensitive 
memory could recall. Reality was weakened here, frayed and 
charred at the edges — he could feel it crackling along his skin. 
Even to his sight the world was wrong: shaky, blurred, and 
sepia-seeped, as if he were watching an aged and decaying 
film. Nevertheless there was still much to see, and hear. A 
voice was shouting to the stormy sky above. 

‘Blow wind and crack your cheeks! Rage, blow your 
cataracts and hurricanes!’ 

It was a man with dark hair and moustache and wearing a 
military duffle coat. He was hurrying down the pathway 
through the graveyard. To his surprise the Doctor recognized 
him. 

‘Hawkspur?’ the Doctor spoke. 

It was Hawkspur, and yet he seemed so different, as if he 
were another man entirely. Despite the Doctor speaking 
aloud, Hawkspur seemed not to notice him as he continued his 
valiant declaration. 

‘Spout till you have drenched our steeples!’ 

Hawkspur continued his march along the path, which took 
him within inches of the Doctor, and yet he was oblivious of 
his presence. The Doctor watched his march lead through the 
open doorway of the church. He pondered on Hawkspur’s 
actions. 

“You can’t see me, can you?’ 

There was the crunching sound of gravel underfoot and 
the Doctor turned towards the sound. He saw a small, bald, 
older man step from behind one of the headstones. The man 


52 


was dressed as a reverend, complete with black cassock and 
white collar. 

‘Hello, who’s this?’ the Doctor wondered. 

The furtive reverend reached into a dark grey overcoat 
wom over his cassock and removed a long-barreled pistol. 
Thanks to his third incarnation’s encyclopedic knowledge of 
the Twentieth Century English History, the Doctor recognized 
the local clergyman as one named the Reverend Merrick. 
Merrick’s hand shook as he cocked the pistol. The metallic 
catching made the little man shudder with disgust as he closed 
his eyes, as if in prayer. 

A moment passed and then Reverend Merrick opened his 
eyes and replaced the pistol into his coat pocket. Then he 
crossed the graveyard and entered the church. The Doctor 
wondered aloud once more. 

“The time displacement stops you from seeing me, but the 
question is...will it stop the bullets from hitting me?’ 

The Doctor stood alone for a moment and weighed his 
options. 

oh 2K ok 

Some sixty-three years later, Lethbridge-Stewart and 
Dorothy stood in the same graveyard amid the Voltron 
machine’s readings. Suddenly a hard, metal-clad voice 
shouted. 

‘Halt! Remain where you are!’ 

It was the black Special Weapons Dalek along with a red 
Dalek a short distance away. Both were sliding quickly 
towards the two humans. Lethbridge-Stewart and Dorothy 
turned to flee but another red Dalek was approaching them 
from the opposite direction along the pathway. Dorothy edged 
close to Lethbridge-Stewart. 

“What do we do?’ she asked. 

Lethbridge-Stewart watched the Daleks’ movements 
while he removed the homing beacon from his pocket. 

‘Surrender?’ Dorothy whispered. 

‘Certainly not!’ he barked. 
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Lethbridge-Stewart pressed the beacon’s activation 
control and a vortex portal tore open a few yards away. 

‘Come on!’ he shouted as he took Dorothy by the arm and 
the two raced towards the scintillating aperture. They saw the 
Special Weapons Dalek hurling towards them, its twin guns 
glowing with power — they leapt across the temporal 
threshold, entered, fell into time! 

The vortex opening closed, leaving the Daleks alone, with 
only the dead for company. 

oh 2K 28 

Sixty-three years earlier Hawkspur stood within the 
candle-lit catacombs of the church. His cold voice echoed in 
the chamber. 

‘There is a place beyond the land and sea that has to be 
explored and that is the land of time itself.’ 

He walked to the near wall and grabbed a large lever set 
within a panel. 

‘I think it could have been H.G. Wells who said that. 
Then again...’ 

The Doctor emerged from the catacomb’s shadows as he 
watched Hawkspur. 

‘It could have been me,’ the Doctor concluded just at the 
moment Hawkspur’s voice silenced as he pulled the switch. 

A shower of sparks spewed from the lever’s wall panel. 
The Doctor watched arcs of electricity extend along thick 
cables on the ground and into the same metal pyramid he and 
Lethbridge-Stewart had discovered in 1999, except in this 
time-zone the entire apparatus was new, intact and gleaming. 
Pulsations of power shone through the machine’s thick glass 
windows. The Doctor beamed with admiration at the 
pyramid’s construction. 

‘I’m impressed!’ he declared, knowing _ full-well 
Hawkspur could not hear him. 

oh 2K 28 

Elsewhere Dorothy walked towards Lethbridge-Stewart. 
They both looked about where the vortex had taken them and 
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witnessed a barren chocolate-brown desert pocked with 
vermillion-rose mountains. 

‘Where on earth are we?’ asked Dorothy. 

‘Well, it’s certainly not Cromer,’ Lethbridge-Stewart 
replied as he studied a series of number racing across the 
beacon’s output screen. ‘And it doesn’t look like 1936 — oh, 
dear!’ 

The numbers halted and the screen read: “Year 2136.’ 

‘What’s wrong?’ Dorothy queried. 

‘I think we’ve landed in the Doctor’s future.’ 

A spurt of sound rent the air and an explosion of earth 
inches from Dorothy hurled soil, dust and flame into the air. 
The two travelers turned about and saw three giant silver 
robots looming a short distance away. They were Cybermen! 

“What are they?’ wondered Dorothy as she edged towards 
Lethbridge-Stewart. 

‘And excellent reason to run! Come on!’ 

The duo raced away from the Cybermen. 

ok 2K 2k 

Two hundred years earlier, while Hawkspur was 
monitoring the energized pyramid, the Doctor was exploring 
the pyramid’s chamber when he re-discovered the diary he had 
found in 1999. He opened the book and to his satisfaction he 
made a new discovery. 

‘Ah, the missing pages!’ 

He began to read aloud the diary’s final entry. 

“The great philosophers, Aristole, Socrates, to be able to 
return to that with knowledge of their ideas, before the 
thoughts that inspired them had even started to form. I still 
maintain that time travel is no more than a dream, but, what if 
one could create a bridge, something that existed outside time, 
enabling you to cross into the past, or just step into the 
future.”’ 

The Doctor glanced over to Hawkspur. 

‘So, that’s what you were up to! The power source you’d 
need would be immense.’ 
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As if on cue there was a snapping sound of lightning from 
outside and above. 

‘And nature can provide it! Raw static electricity!’ the 
Doctor exclaimed. 

The Doctor noticed that the electric cables streaming from 
the wall’s level panel were coursing with energy, which fed 
along their pathway into the metal pyramid. Supercharged 
with power, the pyramid was beginning to glow. 

‘So, you’re using the lightning rods to bring it down 
through the cables? How inventive you are. And the reflective 
surface within stores it.’ 

The Doctor recalled the similar time-travel experiments of 
Waterfield and Maxtible in 1866 and surmised Hawkspur 
must have discovered some traces of their research as the 
inspirations for his own explorations. The Doctor also 
remembered the terrifying results of the earlier scientists’ 
meddling. ‘You know, you’re dangerously close to 
discovering the right ingredients.’ 

Then Hawkspur began muttering to himself: ‘If one could 
exist at any point in history you choose...that would be true 
immortality.’ 

‘Heretic!’ proclaimed a voice from the shadows. Both 
Hawkspur and the Doctor spun about to see Reverend Merrick 
lunge from the darkness and into the glow of the pyramid. 
Merrick brandished his pistol towards Hawkspur. 

‘Oh, no, not again!’ the Doctor muttered. 

oh 2K 28 

Two hundred years later Lethbridge-Stewart and Dorothy 
charged into a gully at breakneck speed. A squad of Cybermen 
marched close behind, their mechanical sights trained on their 
prey. Bolts of radioactive energy from Cyber-rifles struck the 
ground and sides of the gully, missing the two fleeing humans 
by inches, centimeters- moments! 

Then Lethbridge-Stewart’s eyes widened — a Cyberman 
was heading towards them — they were trapped! He and 
Dorothy skidded to a halt. They looked ahead, behind. Silver 
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death surrounded them. Suddenly a sharp whine cut through 
the air and cocoons of bright energy enveloped each 
Cyberman. The metal giants collapsed and lay crumpled upon 
the ground. 

For a moment all was quiet. Then a young, reedy voice 
addressed the travelers. 

‘I don’t know how you got here, Brigadier. But, I strongly 
advise you to move.’ 

To Lethbridge-Stewart’s astonishment the voice belonged 
to the Doctor, specifically his fifth incarnation, who, despite 
his slightly older appearance as compared to how Lethbridge- 
Stewart remembered him from that event with Mawdryn and 
their several subsequent encounters during the 1980s, was as 
always dressed, in his cream-coloured, red-lined frock coat 
and Victorian Cricket attire. Even the celery at the lapel was 
the same. 

The Fifth Doctor was carrying what appeared to be a 
large, silver gun-cannon. He looked down to the weapon and 
almost seemed embarrassed to hold it. 

‘This is only a stun gun. I think I annoyed them,’ the Fifth 
Doctor explained. 

Together the three friends escaped the scene. 

oh ok 

Back in 1936 the lightning storm raged outside, while 
down below in the pyramid crypt the righteous indignation of 
Reverend Merrick burned brightly in his eyes as he kept his 
gun trained upon Hawkspur. 

“You crave immortality, is that it? A gift only the Devil 
can offer,’ charged Merrick. 

‘Don’t let your superstition get the-?’ Hawkspur scoffed, 
but Merrick interrupted. 

“Your words, not mine Professor Hawkspur! I heard you.’ 

Again Hawkspur tried to persuade Merrick. 

‘It just stores the raw essence of lightning. Energy like 
that can be used to open the gateway to another world, to other 
places. It could create a bridge to-’ 
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Again Merrick interrupted. 

‘Hell? Don’t deny that’s what you truly desire. You 
corrupt nature and dare to call it science!’ 

Above and outside, more lightning struck the church’s 
lightning rods. Obscured behind the time differential, the 
Doctor watched as the pyramid’s glowing brilliance increased, 
but there was something else. The construct’s metal walls 
were beginning to bulge, twist and distort. There was a loud, 
dull thud from within the pyramid, as if something inside were 
trying to break free! 

“What was that?’ shouted Merrick. 

‘Quiet!’ ordered Hawkspur. 

There was now a sustained glow shining inside and 
outside the pyramid. The Doctor leaned close to the machine 
and listened through its walls. Hawkspur started to speak and 
for the first time he sounded afraid. 

‘It’s almost like a...like some form of...’ 

‘Heartbeat,’ the Doctor pronounced. 

The brilliance surrounding the pyramid extended 
outwards and for a few moments the metal seemed almost 
transparent. Through the transparency all in the chamber 
glimpsed at what was inside the structure: a huge, skull-faced 
creature with claws for hands. At the sight Merrick screamed 
in holy terror. 

‘Lucifer! You have unleashed the devil himself!’ 

Merrick aimed his pistol towards the pyramid and fired 
several shots. Hawkspur hurried towards the reverend to 
subdue him. 

‘Merrick! No!’ 

In the struggle Merrick struck the gun against Hawkspur’s 
head. Hawkspur dropped unconscious to the ground. Suddenly 
the wall of the pyramid struck by Merrick’s bullets bulged 
outward and exploded into jagged metal fragments. A huge, 
clawed hand reached into the open air. 

Then...something exited. 
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It was a huge, hideous creature of glistening muscle with 
a face of death. Its hateful eyes scanned the chamber. It 
spotted Merrick, who cowered in terror before the beast. The 
creature’s maw opened wide and an alien howl echoed 
through the crypt. Bright energy engulfed Merrick’s body and 
without a further sound or movement the reverend dissolved. 

Hidden behind the far side of the pyramid, the Doctor 
watched in fascinated horror as the creature approached the 
fallen body of Hawkspur. For a moment it seemed to study the 
unconscious human. Then the monster looked directly at the 
Doctor. 

oh 2K ok 

On a bright morning in the winter of 1999, Professor 
Oliver Hawkspur sat in his Rolls Royce. Suddenly, his eyes 
filled with flaring temporal energy as he saw through his past 


- saw the Doctor hiding behind the pyramid in 1936 — 


- and nodded with grim understanding. 

‘So, Doctor, now you know of my past, but your ability to 
travel through time, in such a primitive way, will be of little 
use...” 

An idea sliced across Hawkspur’s mind. 
‘Unless you’re planning to look for your future 
incarnations for help...’ 

Hawkspur closed his eyes and communicated his 
intentions through the Dalek Pathweb. 

‘Enter the vortex. Bring me the bodies of the next two 
regenerations of the Time Lord. I will guide you to them.’ 

Hawkspur perceived the Daleks’ obedience and exited his 
vehicle to receive the jubilant cries of a massive crowd 
clogging the street. Flanked by armoured troops as he 
approached the masses, Hawkspur’s triumphant appearance 
halted as he stood imperiously before the open door of 10 
Downing Street, his new home of ultimate political power. 
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At that moment the Special Weapons Dalek gathered in 
the graveyard with its red-cast subordinates before the scarlet 
and ochre maw of the vortex aperture. One of the red Daleks 
spoke. 

‘Orders received. We will enter the time vortex.’ 

A short distance away behind one of the grave markers 
there was movement. Summerfield peered from around the 
small stone obelisk. She watched the Dalek trio enter and 
disappear through the spatial opening. 

oh 2K 28 

At nearly the same spatial location sixty-three years prior, 
the creature prowled along the graveyard’s pathway. From 
behind a large headstone the Doctor crouched and watched the 
creature’s movements. To his amazement the alien being’s 
form shifted and transformed into an exact replica of 
Hawkspur. Every detail of the human Hawkspur was exactly 
matched, both in clothing and physique- even down to his 
moustache. 

‘So that’s why it absorbed his body!’ the Doctor 
whispered to himself. 

The new, alien Hawkspur continued along the pathway. 
At that moment the Doctor heard and felt an undercurrent of 
temporal motion. There was a flash of green-brown light and 
he spotted another vortex opening burrow into visual space. 
The Doctor charged toward the time-dimensional passageway 
and dove through the rift. 

oh 2K ok 

Two hundred years in the future Dorothy, Lethbridge- 
Stewart and the Fifth Doctor were in the midst of a military 
encampment. The Fifth Doctor had brought them there where 
they had been given food and shelter to rest. While he and 
Lethbridge-Stewart were conversing with the soldiers, 
Dorothy had begun to tour the camp, if only to take her mind 
off of the rush of horrors she had experienced over the past 
couple of days. Then she realized she still had no idea what 


60 


had happened to Alex or where he was, or even when, and she 
wished she had something else to distract her. 

Then she had noticed the sphere of blue-white light at the 
center. It was set upon a large, metal circular platform. The 
light was humming and crackling with power and Dorothy had 
realized it was not light but some kind of forcefield, which 
expanded and contracted every few moments. Then she had 
realized that there was someone — no, something- inside. She 
stood a few yards before the forcefield and gazed up at 
something truly horrific. 

It was a Cyberman, but one very different from the ones 
that had attacked her and Lethbridge-Stewart earlier. This 
Cybermen was larger, darker and with a physique almost more 
human than machine — its entire body seemed to be made of 
metal-forged muscle. Even the head was almost human- 
shaped, with a discernable chin and mouth — only the small 
discs and handle bars at the sides of the cranium betrayed 
robotic influences. But the eyes...they were like the empty 
sockets of a skull, deep black pits of inhuman, living death. 

A distance away, while Lethbridge-Stewart had 
volunteered to help the troops organize their defenses, the 
Fifth Doctor was still speaking with the head officer in charge 
of the camp, when the Time Lord noticed Dorothy was 
studying the captive Cyberman. The Fifth Doctor excused 
himself from the conversation and joined Dorothy at the 
forcefield platform. 

‘He’s a Cybercommander,’ the Fifth Doctor explained. 
‘One of their nastier hybrids. I tend to keep bumping into their 
race, purely unintentional, of course. This one’s ship crashed 
in the middle of the soldiers’ encampment. The other 
Cybermen are out looking for him.’ 

“Why doesn’t he move?’ Dorothy asked. 

‘Oh, I promise you, if that forcefield was off, he’d be 
more than active.’ 
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In a flash irises of red light flared in the 
Cybercommander’s eyes. The machine creature’s head lifted 
and locked its sight upon the Time Lord. 

‘Doctor!’ its deep, metallic voice droned. 

The Fifth Doctor’s face steeled as the Commander’s body 
tensed and its hands clenched into fists. From between its 
knuckles burst three long talons. Dorothy gaped in fear and 
moved back a step, but the Doctor held his ground. He 
addressed the captured, hybrid Cyberman. 

‘Even if you so much as try to scratch the surface of that 
forcefield, you'll break them.’ 

The Commander’s body loosened and its fist-spikes 
retracted from sight. The Fifth Doctor glanced to Dorothy. 

‘They’re difficult to reason with, but they certainly seem 
to appreciate the concept of futility,’ he assured her. 

“You continue to deny your destiny, Doctor,’ the 
Cybercommander intoned. 

‘Destiny’s a bit of an emotive word for a Cyberman to be 
using.’ 

‘Your future will be as part of the Cyber race. Your 
intelligence will be absorbed into my databanks. The 
implementation procedure will commence after all humanoids 
have been eradicated.’ 

‘Assuming your troops do defeat them,’ the Fifth Doctor 
retorted. ‘Out of curiosity, what happens to the bits of me?’ 

‘Flesh and bone are of no value.’ 

‘Answer me this, then: What if the Cybermen conquered 
every known and unknown race in the universe?’ 

‘Tt is inevitable.’ 

‘I’m talking about every form of sentient life.’ 

‘The universe will be ours.’ 

‘Then what?’ 

‘The question is not logical.’ 

‘The only lifeform left are the Cybermen, so what are you 
going to do? I could hardly imagine you just sitting there, 
twiddling your cyber-thumbs!’ 
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‘Evaluation would be instigated.’ 

“You'd cull your own race?’ 

‘Those without function would be terminated.’ 

‘Do you realize what that means? The foot soldiers would 
be the first to go. Just like you?’ 

‘My purpose would have been achieved.’ 

‘With nothing left for you to kill or conquer, you’d wipe 
yourselves out. Civil war, mass-insurrection, right to the point 
where only one Cyberman is left, am I right?’ 

The Cyber-Commander stared ahead and beyond the Fifth 
Doctor, as if attempting to ignore his prophesying. The Fifth 
Doctor sighed and shook his head in exasperation. 

‘Good grief!’ 

The Fifth Doctor turned to Dorothy. 

“You know, I’ve always had a feeling that underneath all 
the logic, the Cybermen are inherently stupid!’ 

The Fifth Doctor led Dorothy back towards the soldiers’ 
camp. As they departed, the Commander touched a spot on its 
chest. Where it had touched a series of small, green bars flared 
and pulsed, as if they were generating a signal. 

oh 2k 28 

In another time and place that was neither time nor place; 
the fourth incarnation of the Doctor stood upon a misty plane 
of white sheets of ice and surveyed the not-too-distant horizon 
of endless, spiky blue-white crystalline mountains. The Doctor 
folded his arms and heaved a weary sigh. 

“Where on earth have I landed?’ 

All around him a quite familiar voice echoed. 

‘Between the realms of life and death lies a land of distant 
dreams and forgotten memories.’ 

The Doctor spun around and spied a figure almost totally 
blotted out by the gargantuan white sun pressed heavy upon 
the nebulous, grey sky. The figure suddenly came into view 
and the Doctor recognized...himself, or really his third self, 
his direct predecessor. 
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‘You’re in limbo, my dear chap!’ the Third Doctor 
declared. 

The Doctor stared a moment at the manifestation of the 
life who had lived before him. The Third Doctor sported as 
always his dark velvet jacket, ruffled shirt, Inverness cape, 
pressed trousers and elegant shoes. His shock of hair was 
whiter than his successor remembered, the young-old face 
seemed now more old than young, but still there was the 
undeniable sense that this Doctor was eternally young before 
his years. The Third Doctor held his chin and addressed his 
future self. 

“You are in a spot of bother, aren’t you?’ 

‘How did you get here?’ the Doctor asked, half- 
bewildered, half-irritated with his other selfs presence. 

‘It’s all a matter of conscience,’ the Third Doctor 
answered. 

oh Ko 

In 2136, while the soldiers milled about the camp with 
guns at the ready, the Fifth Doctor, Dorothy and Lethbridge- 
Stewart had gathered near a small fire. The soft glow of the 
flames illuminated the Time Lord’s features as he mused on 
the cosmic situation. 

‘If entropy’s set in, then it’s worse than I thought. It’s like 
a disease, slowly rotting away at the core, peeling back the 
skin bit by bit. And with Time Lords there’s an awful lots of 
layers.’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart stepped closer to the Fifth Doctor. 

‘If the Doctor, er, chap before you, I mean...if he’s kept 
in that body, and he never changed into you...I don’t see how 
you can exist.’ 

‘The universe is a complex mass of timelines, full of 
countless possibilities, Brigadier.’ 

Dorothy voices a hopeful thought: ‘So, if you’re alright, 
that means he’ll survive and change into you. There’s no real 
danger.’ 

The Fifth Doctor gave Dorothy a sad shake of his head. 
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‘T’m afraid that it doesn’t quite work like that. With such 
massive disruption to the time continuum, the resulting effects 
are bound to catch up with us all eventually.’ 

“What can you do?’ asked Lethbridge-Stewart. 

The Fifth Doctor looked over to his friend and shrugged. 

‘Personally, not that much. You know, it’s funny. I 
always thought that when the end came, I’d go out fighting. 
But like this? The situation’s beyond my reach. It’s in my 
past.’ 

The Fifth Doctor paused, as if considering another option, 
before continuing. 

‘But, if there was a way for me to get you both back 
there... you might be able to help, more than me.’ 

A low-pitched whistle coursed the air towards the ground 
before a massive explosion rocked the camp. A large fireball 
blotted out all sight. Then the incendiary blast cleared and 
Lethbridge-Stewart’s eyes widened in shock and awe. Many 
Cybermen were gathered around’ the — captive 
Cybercommander, except the forcefield enclosing the 
Commander had been destroyed. Wreathed in flame, the 
Cybercommander extended an arm to signal a command: 
Attack! 

The Cybermen advanced upon the encampment. The 
soldiers scrambled to defensive and attack positions. They 
opened fire upon the Cybermen, but their ammunition 
bounced harmlessly off their metallic exo-structures. Then the 
Cybermen opened fire and the soldiers began to be swept 
aside in a tide of death. 

The Fifth Doctor, Lethbridge-Stewart and Dorothy 
hurried across the battlefield and took cover behind several 
large crates. A flash of bright light a distance apart from the 
fighting caught the Time Lord’s attention. A large vortex 
portal had opened into reality. 

‘Friends of yours, I take it?’ the Fifth Doctor asked his 
friends. But as the three looked they saw their worst enemies 
emerge from the vortex: a trio of Daleks! 
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‘They've come through the vortex!’ cried Lethbridge- 
Stewart. 

The Daleks slid forward into the firefight of heavy bullets 
and concentrated energy beams. The Special Weapons Dalek 
fixed its vision upon the greater threat to their objective: the 
Cybermen. 

‘Attack!’ the Special Weapons screeched. ‘Exterminate! 
Exterminate!’ 

The Fifth Doctor summed up the next few moments and 
grabbed Lethbridge-Stewart’s shoulder. 

‘I suggest you take your chance, and get out of here while 
you can!’ 

‘But what about you?’ Lethbridge-Stewart pleaded. 

The Fifth Doctor smiled. 

‘Worry about my past, not the present. Now go!’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart opened his mouth to protest, but then 
nodded and gave his best friend a parting smile. Then he 
grabbed Dorothy by the arm and the two hurried away from 
the chaos towards the vortex entrance. 

Meanwhile the Daleks trained all of their firepower upon 
the Cybermen, but to little effect. One silver giant billowed 
smoke as a blast from the Special Weapons Daleks struck its 
face, tearing away some of the facemask to reveal underneath 
the rotted flesh of the human it had once been. Another 
Cybermen burnt to ash as several Dalek blasts engulfed its 
body. But on the whole the two alien races found themselves 
at an impasse of firepower. 

Then one of the red Daleks scanned the area for a double- 
heartbeat signature, which it found, hiding behind a large 
object. It had located the fifth incarnation of the Doctor. 

‘Intercept the Doctor!’ the Dalek altered its comrades. 

As Dorothy raced towards the vortex opening she chanced 
to look back at the battle. What she saw horrified her and she 
stopped her flight. 

‘Brigadier, look!’ she cried. 
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Lethbridge-Stewart halted and turned back. He saw the 
three Daleks surround the Fifth Doctor, who glanced back in 
their direction making direct eye contact. His eyes pleaded 
with them to escape. Then a glare of white light enveloped the 
Fifth Doctor and the Daleks before winking out. Both Time 
Lord and Daleks were gone. 

Lethbridge-Stewart turned back to Dorothy. 

“They must have come looking for him!’ he surmised. His 
tone was grave and cold. Then his gaze cleared as he saw the 
Cybermen marching towards them. Lethbridge-Stewart 
reached into his pocket and retrieved the homing beacon 
control. He began to input a command sequence. 

‘What are you doing?’ Dorothy asked as she eyed the 
advancing Cyber army. 

‘If we could find the next Doctor...’ 

‘We could warm him about the Daleks!’ Dorothy 
realized. 

Lethbridge-Stewart threw Dorothy a worried look. 

‘If he’s still alive.’ 

Shaken, but determined, Lethbridge-Stewart and Dorothy 
braved the battle ahead, turned about and disappeared into the 
vortex towards an uncertain future... 
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At the heart of the crystalline waste, the Third and Fourth 
Doctors faced one another. Two men, both older and younger 
than their years revealed. One was elegant and refined in 
image, the other free and brash. But both were the Doctor, 
through and through, and the elder incarnation was attempting 
to explain to his lingering successor the nature of their present 
location. 

“You regenerated, yes, but I didn’t die,’ the Third Doctor 
announced. ‘There’s a place where we all go, where you'll go. 
You live, you breathe, you age. Never think for a moment that 
you simply fade away.’ 

The Third Doctor smiled and tapped the side of his white 
bouffant-laden head. 

‘I’m there, we’re all there. Just think of me as your own 
form of Jiminy Cricket!’ 

The Doctor scoffed at his earlier self’s faux-spiritual self- 
reference. He remembered his earlier life as far more rational 
than that and he had a different reason for his arrival in this 
place, which he declared to his other self. 

‘Don’t you understand? The co-ordinates in the vortex 
have been scrambled! That’s how I ended up here, and the 
only way that could have happened is if the Brigadier and the 
girl have tried to follow me through time. What chance have 
they got now?’ 

The Doctor turned away and scowled. 

‘Why didn’t they just leave me to rot?’ 

The Third Doctor fixed his gaze upon his future and 
recalled their past. 

‘Renegade? Have you forgotten who you are? Have you 
forgotten about Gallifrey? Think of the Dark Times? The 
turmoil in our mind. Your decision was to leave. Do you 
remember the reason why?’ 

The Doctor turned back to his earlier incarnation. His face 
was scrunched with frustration. 

‘Stop trying to moralise with yourself! You’ve no idea 
how ridiculous it sounds!’ 
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But the Third Doctor was undaunted in his clarion call to 
his next life’s rescue. 

‘Think of that reason, don’t ever let it die. That would be 
too easy. Whatever kind of crusade it is we’ve been leading, 
you cannot let it end like this.’ 

Desperation flooded the Doctor’s reply. 

‘How can I fight what I don’t understand? I’ve been torn 
apart, bit by bit. Don’t you understand?!’ 

His voice dried to a whisper: ‘We’re dying!’ 

The Third Doctor’s eyes burnt with resolution. 

‘Daleks, Ice Warriors, Zarbi, Yeti, the Master...When 
have we ever backed down before?’ 

‘They never got this close to defeating me.’ 

‘But what if they had? Would you have thrown away all 
hope this easily? You can’t give in.’ 

The Doctor looked away and then back to his past once 
more as the Third Doctor’s voice softened to a light echo and 
his body faded into ethereal memory. 

“Whatever our crusade has been...don’t let it end like 
this.’ 

Alone with his thoughts both past and future, the Doctor 
gazed into the blank horizon and pondered his own advice. 


ok kK 


Somewhere else, there was a metal corridor heavy with 
shadows and slick with grime. A small concussion shook the 
chilly space and a moment later the vortex aperture bore 
through the air. From out of the energy-howling portal 
emerged Lethbridge-Stewart. As he came to a halt he turned 
around in time to see the spatial rift close. He looked about his 
surroundings to get a sense of where the vortex had deposited 
him. Then he noticed he was alone in the corridor. 

‘Dorothy? Dorothy? We must have got separated in the 
vortex.’ 

All at once a booming, harsh voice echoed through the 
corridor and around the air. 
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‘Order! Order!’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart turned towards the general direction 
of the voice and noticed a closed, metal hatchway. Above the 
hatch was a dark panel with glowing, dark red lettering, which 
spelled the words: ‘Court In Session.’ From beyond the hatch, 
the voice continued to declare. 

“The defence council will take the stand.’ 

Inside the  bare-walled, —architecturally-functional 
courtroom, two humanoid beings - who each were composed 
of what appeared to be pure, white light — stood behind a grey 
metal table. A third, similarly composed being, stood a short 
distance away behind an almost identical table, save for a 
small, dark, raised screen the centre of the desk. 

At that moment a broad, towering man with a mass of 
blond curls and wearing a massive coat of collected colours 
strode into the courtroom and stood behind a high pulpit. The 
man was the Doctor, in his sixth incarnation. He cast his 
piercing, sea-green eyes over the courtroom and fingered the 
black cat badge affixed to one coat lapel. Then the Sixth 
Doctor opened his mouth and his voluminous voice addressed 
the Jurors of the court. 

‘Legends speak of a time when their race knew of 
nothing, other than the unending turmoil of war. And, as you 
know, that was centuries ago. ’ 

The Sixth Doctor’s gaze hardened upon the Jurors. 

‘And yet you have the unbelievable audacity to accuse 
their species, a race renowned now for their peace, of 
genocide!’ 

The Doctor sighed as memories of unjust accusations 
embittered his thoughts. He muttered almost inaudibly: ‘And, 
if anyone knows about corrupt trial systems, it me -’ before 
raising his voice and a commanding finger to demand: 
‘Summon the defendants!’ 

Towards the Sixth Doctor’s right a large metal hatchway 
slid open. Through the open passage, bright yellow light 
streamed into the courtroom. Within the gilded brilliance were 
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three high-statured figures. One was an Ice Lord, encasing in 
his proud armour plating and shimmering cloak, and the others 
directly behind him were two massive Ice Warriors. 

Removed from their native Martian atmosphere, the 
reptilian trio’s labored breaths rasped harshly in the 
courtroom’s stale air. Even behind the ruby-hued panels of 
their helmets, the Sixth Doctor could see the Ice Warriors’ 
eyes were singeing with righteous indignation. Then the Ice 
Lord spoke with his deep, catching hiss, as rocky and rough as 
the barren landscape of his homeworld. 

‘I must protessst. The methodsss used by thisss court are 
unorthodox to an extreme.... Isss thisss what you desire as 
jussstice?’ 

The Sixth Doctor gripped his lapels and nodded. 

‘I’m sure that your comments are noted, Commander 
Azzlynx. Much in the same way that I hope mine will be, 
thought their content will be more acidic! Evidence...’ 

Once again the Doctor paused and muttered to himself: ‘If 
it can be called that,’ before continuing his exposition. 

‘...Claims that a squadron of intergalactic freighters 
under your command supplied vital food rations to the colony 
on Jassix Five, which had been devastated by drought and 
famine. Is that the case?’ 

While his Warriors bristled and hissed with irritation, 
Lord Azzlynx replied. 

‘A misssion of peace.... Our intentionsss were humane.’ 

The Sixth Doctor furthered his inquiry: ‘The Prosecution 
claims that the said foodstuff carried a lethal virus, a plague, 
fatal only to the indigenous population of Jassix Five.’ 

Azzlynx erupted with rage. 

‘A conssspiracy!....Engineered to disrupt delicate peace 
negotiationsss with the Galactic Federation!’ 

‘I beg to differ.’ 

“What isss thisss?...You lead usss to believe you to be an 

ally?... Yet you choose to betray usss asss well, Doctor?’ 
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‘My dear Commander, I assure you that nothing could be 
further from the truth.” The Sixth Doctor spun towards the 
Jurors and jabbed a condemning finger. ‘I accuse the co-called 
judges of this farce! Look to your own kind, for the true cause 
behind this!’ 

The translucent light-figure of the Judge darkened and 
coalesced with anger. Its voice boomed with warning. 

‘Choose your words with care, Doctor. Your life is just as 
expendable as the Defendants.’ 

The Sixth Doctor assumed an apparent air of humility. 

“Your honour, I beg your forgiveness.’ 

Then he stroked his cat badge and smiled. 

‘As a cat has nine lives, I have the advantage of a few 
more, and I don’t intend to move on from number six just yet!’ 

oh 2K 2k 

Someplace unknown Dorothy awakened face down in 
white dust. She hurried to stand and examined her location. It 
was an endless expanse of purple-white plains ridged near and 
far with red-créme mountains. A large, magenta-rimmed black 
orb hung heavy and low in the scarlet-cobalt sky. Dorothy felt 
very alone. 

‘Brigadier?’ she called, but heard no reply. 

‘Brigadier, where are you?’ 

Dorothy thought she saw a figure appear on a nearby 
hillside, a small, dark-haired man with battered clothing. 

‘Hey, you! Wait a minute!’ 

But the figure was gone, vanished. Then a moment later a 
man touched her shoulder. Dorothy spun around. She froze in 
fearful recognition, a knowledge she somehow knew she had, 
yet could not have, a recognition taken and nearly returned. 

The man before her was short, small and pale as past- 
death. His off-white coat, checked trousers and question- 
marked pullover were peppered with dust and ash, as if its 
wearer had torn himself free from a long-resting grave. A torn 
and frayed straw hat topped the near-stranger’s ash-brown 
hair. The man’s body clenched in unconcealed pain and his 

72 


hands gripped at the shaft of an umbrella, an umbrella whose 
handle was shaped like question mark. Dorothy knew without 
knowing who this stranger was: the Seventh Doctor, the 
Doctor who was dead. He spoke with a voice no more than a 
strained whisper. 

‘Ace? Ace, is that really you?’ 

oh 2K 28 

In the alien courtroom Lord Azzlynx spoke once more. 

‘Doctor...You ssspoke of the involvement of sssome 
other party....Ssspeak more on thisss matter....1 implore 
you....’ 

The Sixth Doctor tugged at his lapels and narrowed his 
eyes. 

‘Would I be alone in finding it an unnerving coincidence 
in the fact that the compound, from which the plague is 
generated, can only be found in a spore that’s natural to only 
the swamps of this planet?’ 

Azzlynx bared his teeth and growled. 

‘Isss thisss ssso?!’ 

‘I’m afraid it is, and is it not only the case that the mining 
corporation of your planet -’ the Sixth Doctor once more 
glared at the Jurors — ‘Notorious for their cavalier tactics, have 
been negotiating to buy out the mineral deposits on Jassix Five 
for some time now? Your honour!’ 

The Judge’s milky green eyes glared upon the Sixth 
Doctor as his attention was summoned, but the Time Lord 
paid no attention; he was completely in his element. 

‘I call my first witness, the head of the so Mining 
Corp...or, should I say the true cause behind so — many — 
wasted - lives?’ 

The Ice Warriors, the Jurors, the Judge and the Doctor all 
turned towards the opened hatch at the opposite side of the 
courtroom. But to their collective surprise it was not a 
corporate magnate who entered the chamber but the striding 
presence of Alistair Gordon Lethbridge-Stewart! Lethbridge- 
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Stewart caught sight of the Sixth Doctor and called across to 
him. 

‘Doctor? Doctor, is that you?’ 

The Sixth Doctor gaped at the sudden arrival of his oldest 
friend. For a moment he was speechless. Then he cleared his 
throat and addressed the Judge. 

“Your honour, I beg your most learned indulgence. May 
we adjourn for a few minutes, please?’ 

oh Kk ok 

On Earth in the winter of 1999, Hawkspur stood in the 
center of his research centre. His mind was considering all 
angles of the simultaneous events scattered through the 
dimensions of time. Then he made a decision. 

‘Time to bring some pawns into play.’ 

Hawkspur walked to the centre of the chamber, towards 
the tables where the four captured Eco-Troops lay 
restrained... 

oh 2K ok 

Deep in the white wasteland, the Seventh Doctor and 
Dorothy were huddled close to a small fire. The Seventh 
Doctor peered into the flames and moved closer to its heat, as 
if he craved the glowing warmth. Then he spoke with quiet 
remembrance. 

“You were always good at making fires: Nitro-9, matches, 
whatever you could find.’ 

‘You’re not making a lot of sense, Professor.’ 

‘Ah, yes, but I am. Bit by bit your memory is coming 
back. Why else would you call me ‘Professor?’ 

‘Sorry?’ 

The Seventh Doctor looked up towards Ace and a faint 
smile lifted his features. 

‘Don’t worry.’ 

Dorothy looked around their wasteland and shuddered. 

‘What is this place?’ 

The Seventh Doctor looked into the flames once more. 
His eyes filled with light. 
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‘Anywhere, and nowhere. It’s where Time Lords come to 
die. Well, this one, at least. In a very short time, I'll just fade 
away. Not even a memory.’ 

“Time Lords? Sounds as though you live forever.’ 

‘Well, if this is what immortality is, I wouldn’t 
recommend it. Death catches up with all of us eventually. 
Gallifreyans have an escape clause, but nothing lasts forever.’ 

The Seventh Doctor stared into the fire for a few, silent 
moments. Then he stood straight. 

‘I owe you a bit of an explanation, don’t I? You were one 
of my travelling companions. Ace by name, ace by nature. By 
far the bravest rebel without a cause I’ve ever known. And 
you’d have left me. It doesn’t matter how, why or when. They 
always do. You’ve just been a bit unlucky, compared to the 
others. Very unlucky.’ 

The Seventh Doctor’s face darkened as his mind turned 
away from the memory of friends. 

‘I suppose you could say I finally met my match. I 
thought I was infallible. Nothing could touch me. I was proved 
wrong.’ 

The Seventh Doctor glanced at his hand and saw it was 
transparent. He was becoming less than a memory all too 
quickly... 

oh kK ok 

Inside the courtroom corridor the Sixth Doctor was seated 
on a bench while pondering the story Lethbridge-Stewart had 
shared. Lethbridge-Stewart himself stood from the bench and 
studied his old friend. He remembered when they had first met 
in October, 1988 at the Pengriffen fogou during the struggle 
against Sancreda, the rogue Tregannon. 

Just like that occasion, this incarnation still wore the same 
eccentric attire as Lethbridge-Stewart remembered: the same 
multi-coloured patchwork coat, patterned vest, bright cravat, 
yellow and black striped trousers and green shoes. But just 
like his predecessors, somehow this Doctor seemed older, 
more weathered, as if the effects of entropy were deepening 
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their corruption into his timeline. And how far gone was the 
next Doctor? 

The Sixth Doctor looked up and sighed. 

‘You paint a vivid picture, Brigadier. Grim to say the 
least. It sounds so final.’ 

‘Sorry to be the bearer of bad tidings.’ 

‘No last meal, no final requests. Not even time to 
compose a particularly witty epitaph.’ 

‘Is there no way that you could just, well, escape?’ 

‘Escape? I pride myelf in being able to outwit most 
things, but even someone as talented as me finds it impossible 
to avoid the inevitable. Daleks, you say? Could be worse, I 
suppose.’ 

“Worse? One of them’s a tank!’ 

‘Yes, quite.’ 

‘Leaves nothing but a pile of ash when it hits something!’ 

The Sixth Doctor glared at Lethbridge-Stewart. 

‘Yes! Yes! Thank you, Brigadier! I’d forgotten what a 
knack you have for destroying optimism.’ 

The Sixth Doctor sighed once more and then his mind 
drifted to another, very salient portion of Lethbridge-Stewart’s 
account. 

‘It’s been blown up, torn apart, stolen, thrown down 
cliffs, flooded...but I’ve never actually lost the TARDIS 
before. Whenever anything’s happened to it in the past, there’s 
always been a bit of it left! If my past self can find what’s left 
of it, he can start to fight back!’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart noticed a movement down _ the 
corridor and his eyed widened. It was the Special Weapons 
Dalek with the two Red Daleks! 

‘Er, Doctor?’ 

Dejected, the Sixth Doctor muttered: ‘Can you allow me a 
single moment of despair, to contemplate my demise?’ 

“What was it you used to say? ‘When I say run...”’ 

The Sixth Doctor followed his friend’s look and saw the 
approaching Daleks. 
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‘Run!’ 

Just as the Special Weapons Dalek opened fire the Time 
Lord leapt forward, and together with Lethbridge-Stewart they 
raced along the corridor. The Daleks continued their fire. The 
explosions and fire barely missed the two running men. Then, 
at the other end of the corridor a vortex portal tore open and 
from within emerged Summerfield. 

‘I take it she’s a friend of yours, Brigadier?’ 

Summerfield assumed a firing stance and pointed her 
blaster towards Lethbridge-Stewart. She spoke a clear 
command to the retired soldier. 

“You! Come with me!’ 

Summerfield turned the gun sideways and Lethbridge- 
Stewart could see the firing status: ‘Loaded.’ But how was it 
possible, if he had taken the ammunition? Summerfield sensed 
his question and answered. 

“You dropped them when you leapt into the vortex. Now, 
move!’ 

The Sixth Doctor held Lethbridge-Stewart’s shoulder and 
nodded. 

‘Please, take him! He’s all yours!’ 

Trusting his friend’s intuition, Lethbridge-Stewart agreed 
and strode into the vortex portal. Just as he entered he could 
hear the Sixth Doctor call out to him one last time: ‘Take it 
from me, Lethbridge-Stewart...You’re safer in my past!’ 

Summerfield watched as the Dalek trio caught up with the 
Sixth Doctor and a bright light of white engulfed them. Just as 
the Time Lord disappeared his voice echoed in the corridor. 

‘Far safer!’ 

Then Summerfield turned and raced into the vortex 
entry... 

oh 2K 28 

Alone in the wasteland the Seventh Doctor tended his fire 
while Dorothy watched him. His pale skin was almost glowing 
now, as he continued to explain the bleakness of his plight to 
her. 
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“You were the only chance I had. I projected a part of my 
mind into yours as I died. The Time Lords must have 
intervened, they always do. Sent you back to the point in your 
life you’d have reached, just as though you’d never met me.’ 

Hacking coughs racked the Seventh Doctor’s body, but 
before Dorothy could reach him to help they had ceased, as if 
he had willed them to halt. He continued to speak. 

‘I knew that wherever I was, your mind would act like a 
beacon, calling me to you even if I didn’t know it. My instinct 
would be to save you, guard the knowledge of the creature I 
put in your head. If it knew that the memory of its existence 
survived, that there was a chance I could use it against it, it 
would have hunted you down, killed you.’ 

The Seventh Doctor closed his eyes and browed his 
memory, trying to recall a name. He did, at last. 

‘The Eco-Troops. I knew they’d figure out a way to open 
the vortex, and trap it. But it found a way back, back into 
reality. I sensed it would, but that seems to be a habit of mine.’ 

‘A habit?’ Dorothy asked. The Seventh Doctor smiled. 

‘Knowing what’s happened before it happens. Call it 
Time Lord’s intuition. It’s altered the history of the Earth, but, 
if it hadn’t...you’d never have found me, I suppose. You’d 
have been driven mad by the voices in your head. ’ 

In the distance of the darkness, a tall, solitary figure 
approached the light of the fire and watched the Seventh 
Doctor and Dorothy, a figure with curly hair and a long 
scarf... 

oh 2k ok 

Deep within Hawkspur’s research centre, two technicians 
were finishing the locking mechanisms of two oblong-shaped 
tubes mounted on a wall. The compartments contained the 
unconscious bodies of the Fifth and Sixth Doctors. From 
across the chamber Hawkspur approached and crossed his 
arms in Satisfaction. 
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‘Excellent, gentlemen! Truly excellent work! Instigate 
cryogenic suspension. We don’t want any escape attempts like 
their predecessor, now do we?’ 

oh 2k 

Back at the church in 1999, Summerfield threw open the 
doors to the Doctor’s library. She motioned towards 
Lethbridge-Stewart, who stood handcuffed beside her. 

‘Inside!’ she ordered. 

Lethbridge-Stewart and Summerfield entered the library. 
As she scanned the area, Lethbridge-Stewart held up his 
manacled wrists. 

‘Is this really necessary?’ 

‘You’re my only link to finding the Doctor.’ 

‘How many more times do you want to hear it? He’s in 
the vortex.’ 

‘That’s not the man I knew.’ 

‘Look, he’s a Time Lord! It’s quite possi-’ 

Summerfield stiffened. ‘Quiet!’ she hissed. She heard 
something moving at main doors to the library. 

‘Get undercover, quick!’ she said, but the movers were 
already inside with them. Summerfield and Lethbridge- 
Stewart turned around to see her fellow Eco-Troops: Mason, 
Sanders, Flemyng and Everitt, standing like solid shadows in 
the archway. Their heads were bowed and their eyes were 
closed. 

Summerfield moved towards them but Lethbridge- 
Stewart stopped her. 

‘I wouldn’t if I were you.’ 

‘But, they’re my-’ 

‘Look!’ 

The Eco-Troops’ heads lifted in unison and their eyes 
opened. They glowed with golden, alien energy. The Eco- 
Troops were friends no more and they were ready to kill! 
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The former Eco-Troops stood in line facing Lethbridge- 
Stewart and Summerfield. One of them, Mason, spoke. 

‘Summerfield. Please...please help us.’ Mason’ voice 
wafted the air with an eerie echo. 

‘It’s us, Summerfield!’ Flemyng pleaded. 

“We managed to escape,’ Sanders added. 

‘But they hurt us. Please, Summerfield. Help us,’ said 
Everitt. All of their voices were smoothed by the same, alien 
echo. 

Once again Summerfield made to approach the four 
arrivals but Lethbridge-Stewart held her back. 

“Those are my troops!’ she protested. 

‘Didn’t you notice their eyes? We’ve got to get out of 
here,’ Lethbridge-Stewart warned. 

‘Is that your voice I hear? Old...friend?’ Everitt replied 
with an almost child-like intonation. Then he pulled out his 
blaster and levelled the weapon upon Summerfield and 
Lethbridge-Stewart. They needed no further convincing and 
hurried deeper into the Library. 


As the fire diminished into glowing embers the Seventh 
Doctor was wilting into emptiness. Dorothy saw his advancing 
dissolution and began to despair. 

‘There’s got to be something I can do!’ she cried. 

The Seventh Doctor struggled to speak and his voice 
weakened to a whisper. 

‘Tell him...the Creature...it’s using our mind. All the 
knowledge it craved. Everything it needed...’ 

‘It found it in us!’ spoke another, deeper voice. It was the 
earlier Doctor, the Fourth Doctor. He had approached the fire 
site without making himself known. Now he watched his 
future dying before his time. 

The Seventh Doctor closed his eyes and bowed his head. 

‘There’s not much time,’ he whispered. 

Then a burning ball of light burst from the little man’s 
head. The fireball divided into identical spheres and flew into 
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the mind of both the fourth Doctor and Dorothy. As the light 
opened Dorothy’s mind she once again saw the monsters of 
her unknown dreams, heard the sound in her forgotten 
memories. Then the sound silenced and the monsters departed. 
And she knew. 

‘The voices, that noise. They’re gone!’ she said. 

The Seventh Doctor crumpled forward, as if the fireball 
had released the life from his body. He looked to his past self 
at last. His voice released a final breath of sound. 

‘He knows everything about the creature now. Go, before 
it’s too late...for all of us.’ 

Then the Seventh Doctor crumbled to dust and 
disappeared. 

The Doctor looked at the place where his future dust had 
lain. Then he looked to Dorothy. 

“You should have been spared that. I’m so very sorry, 
Dorothy.’ 

Dorothy looked over to the jacket that lay near the 
remains of the fire. 

‘I don’t think she was ever meant to exist,’ she muttered 
as she lifted the jacket and studied the writing on its back. ‘My 
name’s always been Ace.’ 

At that instant a burst view of light cracked through the 
silent night. The Doctor and Ace turned towards the sound and 
saw another vortex portal tear open a short distance away. 


On Earth, 1999, the controlled Eco-Troops stood in the 
church graveyard and watched a vortex portal rip open and 
then immediately close. The Doctor and Ace stood where the 
vortex had appeared. 

‘How do you do? I’m the Doctor!’ the Time Lord called. 
The Eco-Troops brandished their blasters towards the pair. 
The Doctor smiled. 

‘I never thought social etiquette could be this dangerous!’ 

Ace heard a low thump and looked down to see a small 
object rolling towards her feet. It was a grenade. 
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‘Er, Doctor?’ she said. 

There was a movement from behind a tree several yards 
away. It was Lethbridge-Stewart, waving towards them. 

‘Get down!’ he shouted. 

The Eco-Troops spun around and released a volley of 
blasts towards Lethbridge-Stewart, who raced across the 
cemetery. The Doctor and Ace did the same. The grenade 
rolled to a stop. It exploded! Smoking flame and charred grass 
and earth twisted into the sky. The bodies of the Eco-Troops 
were flung in all directions from the blast site. Then 
Flemyng’s eyes flickered and opened. And they still glowed 
with alien light... 


Early the next morning, Hawkspur stood before a large 
window overlooking the sprawling lands of his opulent 
mansion home. He was finishing the knot of his black tie as he 
admired his new tuxedo. But what he most admired was his 
own reflection. 

‘I am the epitome of style. People try to emulate me 
throughout the world. My lectures, my speeches, my every 
thought, all catalogued, filed, stored for posterity. I have 
ascended the political ranks: Prime Minister of England, now 
Governor of Central Europe. I offer medicine, cures for 
diseases they haven’t even discovered yet. I give them hope, 
and I grow so bored with it all.’ 

Hawkspur sighed and shook his head. 

‘Come out of the shadows, Snyder. I can hear your 
hormones squeaking.’ 

Snyder stepped closer and addressed his master. 

‘Mr. Hawkspur. The Royal party are about to arrive at the 
main hall. The world delegates have been seated. The banquet 
can begin.’ 

‘Very well, they shall be the first to know of the fate I 
have decided.’ 

‘Fate, Mr. Hawkspur? Of what?’ 

‘Mankind, Snyder. Mankind.’ 
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In the cemetery, Summerfield and Ace stood over the 
bodies of the Eco-Troops. Summerfield held her blaster over 
her fallen friends. She actually hoped they were dead, so she 
would not have to kill them herself. But these were her 
friends, the broken puppets of the Creature she had pursued 
across time. In the shock of the moment, she felt compelled to 
explain to Ace who the Eco-Troops had been. 

“We were Eco-Troops. Trained to move into sectors as O- 
Zone depletion set in. Our job was to pick up the remains, 
human or otherwise. When the last soldier was killed we were 
brought in as nothing more than substitutions.’ 

Summerfield remembered the future... 

She remembered the skies of fire and the ravaged 
wastelands. 

‘Something to show the surviving civilians that they were 
safe. I knew we were nothing more than cannon fodder.’ 

She remembered the Creature leaping across the nuclear 
heat pits. Its blood-red eyes seething with hate as it chased its 
victims, her soldiers. 

Tt was a game to that Creature. Cat and Mouse.’ 

She remembered watching the Creature spot a fleeing 
Trooper and how its eyes unleashed rays of fire-light, which 
reduced the frightened human to ash. 

Tt was near the end. There were only a few of us left.’ 

She remembered losing all hope. 

She returned to the past present... 


“Then there seemed to be hope. He just appeared. Nobody 
asked how he got there. Then when he started to save lives, he 
became the answer to everyone’s prayers.’ 

Summerfield turned around and watched the Doctor. He 
was kneeling close to Lethbridge-Stewart, who was seated 
against a tree. The old soldier had been shot in the arm and the 
Doctor was helping to bandage the wound. 

“You mean the Doctor?’ Ace asked. 
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Summerfield stared at the man with the scarf and teeth 
and curls. 

‘It’s not the same man,’ Summerfield stated. ‘But now, I 
can tell its him. 

As the two women walked towards the men there was 
motion amongst the bodies of the Eco-Troops. Flemyng had 
risen. But no one noticed. 

Meanwhile, Lethbridge-Stewart was relating to the 
Doctor something important his Sixth self had mentioned. 

‘He said that you’ve never lost the TARDIS completely. 
Something about how, even when it’s been blown up, there 
was always a bit of it left.’ 

The Doctor beamed at his friend. 

‘Haven’t you noticed that the inside of the church is 
bigger than the outside?’ 

‘Well, I... well, you see, I...’ 

‘Modesty, Brigadier! We’re all prone to the odd moment 
of unbelievable stupidity! Nothing to be ashamed of. It’s the 
TARDIS library.’ 

‘But doesn’t that help us in any way?’ 

‘Only if you want to borrow a book! Hawkspur must have 
tried to dimensionally displace it. But, even he wasn’t 
powerful enough to do that to a TARDIS. There’s nothing in 
the library that could help. Unless-’ 

‘Unless what?’ 

The Doctor beamed a grin Lethbridge-Stewart recognized 
from their UNIT days. 

“You know, an Englishman without his castle is like a 
Time Lord without his TARDIS. I think there might still be a 
few battlements left.’ 

‘Doctor!’ Ace cried. 

The two men looked towards the shout. The Eco-Troops 
had risen. Ace was held hostage. Summerfield was 
unconscious upon the ground. There was a flare of light and 
sound that engulfed the Eco-Troops, Summerfield and Ace. 
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Then the light ceased. The others had vanished. Lethbridge- 
Stewart and the Doctor were alone with the dead. 

The Doctor stood and glowered into the darkness. 

‘He’s torn me through time, practically destroyed my 
TARDIS and pulled my mind apart. I think it’s about time I 
was formally introduced to Professor Hawspur, don’t you?’ 

The Doctor glanced back to his injured friend. He saw the 
blood seeping through the bandage. 

‘Alistair, ve always fought my own battles, and I admit 
if it wasn’t for you...I wouldn’t be here now. I don’t want to 
lead you to your death. [ll understand if you turn back now. I 
have to go on. I have to warn to warn you this could be the last 
battle...for both of us.’ 

Lethbridge-Stewart gazed towards the horizon as he 
pondered the Doctor’s words... 


Within Hawkspur Manor’s ornate and beautiful main hall, 
the luminaries, dignitaries, magistrates and magnates of the 
world had gathered to celebrate the coming new millennium 
and to discuss the pressing issues of the dawning century. The 
Queen and her Consort sat near the American President — who 
was eagerly noting the beauty of the female servers; rival 
heads of the technology industry considered with civility 
prescient trends in their corporations; all while scores of 
servants shuttled exquisite food and drink items from table to 
table. 

At the head, a man dressed in a white tuxedo stood and 
addressed the crowd. He was Chief Barker, Hawkspur’s head 
of the household staff. 

‘Your Majesty, My Lord, Ladies and Gentleman. Pray 
silence for the next speaker, your host for the evening, Prime 
Minister Hawkspur, OBE.’ 

The main doors to the hall opened and into the room 
strode Hawkspur. As the audience thundered its applause and 
the cameramen captured their photographs, Hawkspur stood 
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before the enthusiastic mass with rigid aloofness. Then he 
finally spoke. 

‘I thought hard about to address you all as equals, but 
seeing as though are you’re not, I won’t bother.’ 

The guests erupted with laughter. Hawkspur squelched 
their mirth with a bellow of rage. 

‘No, no, no, no, no! This is not a joke! You face your 
destruction and you applaud it?’ 

The laughter silenced into shock and _ nervousness. 
Hawkspur leveled his hatred upon the humans before him. 

“You are not worthy of the air you breathe! You torture 
and destroy indigenous species; you wipe out all the 
vegetation. And when I accelerate the process, not only do you 
praise me, you reward me for my efforts! What kind of 
lifeform can function like this, and still dare to call itself 
intelligent? Look amongst yourselves to see the answer. You 
know, I yearned to be like a human. I strived to achieve the 
likeness, the mannerisms. Now I find it repellent.’ 

The gathered creme de le creme began to fear the ravings 
of Hawkspur, the menace in his words. His hatred was 
tangible and rising. 

‘I destroyed this planet once. My mistake was to question 
whether the genocide was necessary. Now I know the 
answer!’ 

Hawkspur’s eyes crackled with electric fire. 

‘I suggest you pray to whatever Gods you believe in. 
You’re about to find out whether they exist.’ 

The main doors opened again and to the audience’s horror 
three squat metal creatures glided across the threshold. The 
Queen recognized them from the intelligence reports of UNIT 
— they were Daleks! Hawkspur addressed his murderous 
servants. 

‘Nobody gets out alive.’ 

Swift and Snyder, hearing their employer’s remark, darted 
forward in fear. 

‘Mr. Hawkspur?’ Snyder cried. 
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‘Mr. Hawkspur? Wait!’ shouted Swift. 

Hawkspur smiled at his colleagues’ fear and ordered the 
Daleks once more. 

‘Be sure to make no exceptions.’ 

Hawkspur then exited through the main wooden doors, 
which shut behind him. A moment later a pair of metal doors 
extended from the walls of the hall and sealed the room from 
any escape route. The Dalek trio slid forward towards the 
frantic crowd, leveled their weapons and released total 
extermination. Within moments, only the bones of the great 
and grand remained... 


Inside the TARDIS Library, the Doctor was studying an 
ancient, dusty and temporally-charged map of the central core 
of the TARDIS. 

‘Basic TARDIS dynamics!’ he declared as he hurried 
down aisles and book shelves in search of a very specific and 
special object. 

‘Apart from the four console rooms...’ 

He turned a corner... 

‘...the Engine Room...’ 

...and another corner... 

*... the Power Room...’ 

...and another... 

‘...and the Library all have...’ 

...one last turn...and the Doctor discovered the huge pile 
of books he had hoped to find. He dove into the pile, tugged 
and tore and ripped books from the haphazard mound until he 
found it, the precious ray of hope in the dark dimension. 

‘Aha! Secondary control consoles!’ 

And it was true: before him stood revealed a replica of the 
hexagonal console he remembered using to control, to the best 
of his ability, the flight of the TARDIS. The Doctor beamed 
with joy. 
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Elsewhere in the Library a man finished donning a khaki 
green military uniform, complete with sturdy combat boots, 
fatigues, gun belt, leather gloves, sweater and holster. The 
man inserted a pistol into the holster and fitted a peaked cap 
upon his head. The man was formerly retired General 
Lethbridge-Stewart, respectfully known to his military 
associates — and the Doctor — as ‘the Brigadier.’ And so he 
was again. The Brigadier ventured into the Library to face his 
last battle. 


The Doctor leaned over the TARDIS console and input an 
intricate series of commands. He had installed another Voltron 
Wave Transmitter pylon near the console. He finished his 
command sequence and the central column began to rise and 
fall. The Doctor glanced up to watch the pylon; it was 
streaming with energy. 

‘Doctor?’ the Brigadier called. 

The Doctor smiled to know his best friend was still there. 

‘Hello, Brigadier. The transmitter’s fixed. Only problem 
is the directional tuner’s done for. I’ve linked it up, it can be 
operated from the console. I-’ 

The Doctor paused and finally noticed the Brigadiers full 
uniform. The Brigadier saw the Doctor’s reaction and half- 
smiled. 

“You said it could be our final battle. I was determined to 
go out with style.’ 

‘My dear chap —ah! I wouldn’t have it any other way!’ 

And the Doctor beamed with an even brighter joy! 


Ace awoke in a darkened room. She tried to move but 
found she was bound to some sort of upright metallic table. 
She heard footsteps and turned her head. To her surprise and 
relief she recognized Alex Stewart. 

‘Alex? Alex, it’s me! Quick, help me get out of this!’ 

Alex made to reply. 

‘Alex? Alex!’ 
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Alex lifted his head and opened his eyes. Like the Eco- 
Troops, his eyes were drowned in alien light. 

‘Noooooo!’ Ace screamed. Then another man emerged 
from the shadows. It was Hawkspur. 

‘Such theatricality from one so young. I admire your 
spirit. Sorry to use such a cliché but...Resistance is useless.’ 

Ace glared at Hawkspur, who gloated over her powerless 
condition. 

‘Do you appreciate the power of mind control?’ he asked. 
Ace refused to answer. 

‘No? I didn’t myself, until my science division managed 
to clone me. The results were... well, interesting. Flesh, but no 
bone. Biomorphic. We are all shape-changers. And when I 
found the gallery of alien terrors that the Doctor has witnessed 
in his mind, I began to experiment: Daleks, Cybermen, Ice 
Warriors...I think it’s time to put my other selves to good 
use.’ 

Ace watched in horror as many doorways within the 
chamber opened and through their openings streamed hordes 
of Daleks, Cybermen, Ice Warriors, Yetii and all manner of 
monsters. The aliens joined Hawkspur to surround the table 
which bound Ace. Hawkspur folded his arms and smiled. 

‘I tire of your species. When I have cleansed the Earth, 
I'll create a new order of life and structure.’ 

“You’re mad!’ Ace spat. 

‘Quite possibly!’ replied Hawkspur with a smile. 


Outside the church the Doctor and the Brigadier were 
inside Bessie’s cabin. The Doctor had loaded the roadster’s 
back bench with several Voltron Wave Transmitters. The 
Doctor sealed Bessie’s driver door and activated her engine. 
With a roar of electrical power, Bessie surged forward. 


A television monitor filled with static cleared its image to 
reveal A. J. Manson. As studio staff hurried and raced behind 
her, she addressed her audience. 
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‘We’re just receiving pictures of the invasion of London. I 
repeat: the invasion of London is taking place as we speak.’ 

The Breaking News image shifted to show a scene of 
chaos and flight at Piccadilly Circus. As a flurry of images 
showcasing the carnage wrought of Daleks flying around 
Trafalgar Square, Cybermen marching down St. Paul’s 
Cathedral’s steps and Ice Warriors filling the streets, 
Manson’s voice-over updated the situation. 

‘Casualties are high. Many of the wounded are being 
moved to London Central, as that area’s now been declared a 
danger zone.’ 

Energy blasts streamed from Daleks clogging 
Westminster Bridge as they surged towards Parliament, while 
others blasted the edifice of Big Ben. Scores of people were 
caught on camera being caught in the alien’s weaponry fire. 
Bodies collapsed in fire and ash. 

‘It’s believed that Marshal Law will be put into operation 
within the hour. Prime Minister Hawkspur is, at present, 
unavailable for comment. And we’re just receiving word that 
BBC3 News Reporter Tony Mc- oh!’ 

A.J. blanched in shock as she read the live feed. Her eyes 
closed and tears brimmed between the lids. She just managed 
to maintain her professionalism and completed the 
announcement. 

‘Tony McCabe has been killed at Oxford Circus, covering 
the invasion.’ 

Screams and explosions filled the studio. The news 
graphics behind A.J. flickered and failed. Static upon the 
monitor began to drown A.J’s face. 

‘What’s happening? Hello? Hello? Control?’ 

The image cleared in time to see the shadow of a Dalek 
bare down upon A.J. Her composure broke. She screamed. 
There was a flare of fiery light and an explosion of energy. 
The static consumed A.J. Manson for the final time, but not 
before showing the atomic fire peeling free the once-flawless 
skin of her face to unveil the sharp skull underneath... 
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Outside Hawkspur’s mansion Bessie pulled to a halt. 
Inside the car’s cabin, the Doctor and the Brigadier watched 
the building for a moment. 

‘We’ve not got much time. You’re quite certain you know 
what to do, Brigadier?’ 

‘Have I ever let you down yet, Doctor?’ 

The Doctor glanced over his friend. His large eyes were 
weighted with certainty. 

‘This isn’t the time to start.’ 

The Doctor shifted the gearbox and Bessie travelled 
towards the mansion. 


Deep beneath the mansion, both Ace and Summerfield lay 
strapped to operating tables. While Eco-Troops stood guard 
and Daleks slid about the research chamber monitoring 
instruments, Hawkspur stood behind the main control bank 
studying a holographic screen. A series of bars and charts 
reflected cool, blue light upon Hawkspur’s rigid face. 

At that moment Summerfield heard a clanging of metal 
and looked to one side. The metal doors of an entry passage 
opened and in through the smoky aperture strode the lean, 
scarf-circled figure of the Doctor. 

‘Doctor!’ Summerfield cried. 

“You were expecting someone else?’ the Doctor replied. 

Hawkspur, almost sounding delighted, stepped forward to 
greet the Doctor. 

‘Doctor, I was expecting you. As any puppeteer knows, 
when you pull the strings, the marionette will dance.’ 

“You’re hardly what I expected a being composed entirely 
of chronal energy to look like, you know.’ 

‘Nor you, a Time Lord.’ 

‘Touché. I’m curious about one thing.’ 

‘Please, ask whatever you will.’ 

‘How did you find me at the Pharos Centre?’ 
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‘I knew of your many deaths on Earth, Doctor. I killed 
you once — remember that?’ 

The Doctor remembered Earth, the Creature, Ace and 
Summerfield. 

‘Not the kind of thing one could easily forget.’ 

‘The death of your first body was in the Arctic wastes, not 
the most accessible way to find you.’ 

The Doctor remembered Mondas, the Cybermen, Ben and 
Polly. 

‘And as for the third at UNIT headquarters...even I admit 
that security would have been difficult to overcome.’ 

The Doctor remembered Metebelis III, the Eight-Legs, 
Sarah Jane and the Brigadier. 

‘The Fourth was the easiest, so I bought the place and 
waited for you.’ 

The Doctor remembered Logopolis, the Master, Nyssa, 
Adric and Tegan. 

‘There you were, dangling like a broken puppet. How 
could I let such a mind as yours suffer such an ignoble death, 
when I had so many uses for it?’ 

The Doctor stared deep into Hawkspur’s eyes. 

‘ll ask you once, Hawkspur. Are you intent on 
destroying every living species on his planet?’ 

‘But, of course!’ 

“You offer no choice. As it was the Earth was slowly 
destroying itself. It deserves far better than you to induce its 
final death throes.’ 

Hawkspur scoffed with derision. 

‘This planet is under my control. It’s’ my right to do with 
it as I will!’ 

The Doctor glanced up towards the glass tubes that 
contained his next two incarnations. Despite his lack of 
enthusiasm for their dress senses, the Doctor felt 
protectiveness for them, their friends; their TARDIS and their 
Earth flood his being. He rounded upon Hawkspur. 

‘If you see it as your right, then I challenge it!’ 
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The Doctor raised his hand and struck Hawkspur’s face. 
All of Hawkspur’s sentinels — Alex, the Eco-Troops, the 
Daleks — stopped and turned to watch the moment. Hawkspur 
scoffed again. 

“What’s this, Doctor? Chivalry?’ 

Now enraged, the Doctor struck Hawkspur again to prove 
his seriousness. At the second strike, a Red Dalek moved 
forward and lifted its gun-stick but Hawkspur held up a hand 
to keep the guard in its place. The Dalek lowered its weapon 
and slid back to its post. The Doctor leaned close to 
Hawkspur. 

‘If you’re truly the gentleman you claim to be, Hawkspur, 
accept the challenge! Or are you simply a coward?’ 

Hawkspur’s eyes glowed with temporal power and his 
voice growled an answer. 

‘If it’s a noble demise you desire, Doctor...then so be it!” 


Shortly afterwards, the Doctor, the Brigadier, Ace and 
Summerfield stood guarded by Everitt and Mason at one side 
of Hawkspur’s mansion courtyard. The Doctor was armed 
with a broadsword and awaited the arrival of Hawkspur. The 
Brigadier edged close to the Doctor and whispered his 
progress. 

‘The pylons are around the statue, Doctor.’ 

The Doctor looked over to the large, stone statue of 
Queen Victoria, which was located at the centre of the 
courtyard. 

‘One at each comer?’ the Doctor whispered back. 

The Brigadier nodded. The Doctor reached into one coat 
pocket. 

‘As soon as Hawkspur gets near it, hit this button.’ 

The Doctor opened his palm and showed his friends a 
small cube with a red button set into a side. 

“What does that do?’ asked Summerfield. 
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‘It boosts the signal to the TARDIS console, the vortex 
opens up and BANG! No more Hawkspur!’ 

‘So, it’s an open-ended transmitter?’ Summerfield 
wondered. 

At that moment the unit exploded in the Doctor’s hand. 
They looked to Mason, who smirked as his glowing eyes 
pulsed with power. Then Hawkspur’s voice called from the 
other end of the courtyard. 

‘Ready, Doctor?’ He was joined by Flemyng and Alex. 

‘What do we do now?’ Summerfield whispered. She 
hoped there was something more. 

The Doctor sighed. ‘Pray that the lessons with Cyrano pay 
off.’ 

The Brigadier gaped with surprise at the Doctor’s blasé 
resignation. 

‘But surely there must be something we can-’ 

The Doctor shook his head. 

‘Perhaps this is the last battle, after all. I have to finish 
what I’ve started.’ 

At that moment all four Eco-Troops writhed and twisted 
as their bodies bulged and shrank into new forms — into Red 
Daleks! 

‘Noooooo!’ Summerfield screamed as the last remnants 
of her teammates vanished into an image of pure evil. 

Hawkspur smiled at Summerfield’s sorrow. 

‘Don’t worry, my dear. They’ll find these forms far more 
comfortable.’ 

Without another word the Doctor strode forward and 
swung his blade in an expert arc, striking Hawkspur’s 
identical sword with precise force. 

‘En guard!’ the Doctor shouted. 

Hawkspur matched the Doctor’s stance. 

‘Bravo, Doctor, bravo! But, not good enough!’ 

And the two enemies commenced their attacks. 

As the Doctor’s friends watched the two thrust and parry 
Ace asked the others: 
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‘How come he’s set us free?’ 

‘He hasn’t,’ Summerfield replied. “As soon as he’s 
finished with the Doctor, I think we’ re next.’ 

One of the Dalek guards slid forward. 

‘Silence!’ 

The Doctor and Hawkspur battled. Their slices, strikes 
and stances were clean, precise and perfect. But, after several 
moments of battle, the Brigadier noticed the eye-stalks of 
Daleks guarding them droop and fall still. 

‘He can’t concentrate on controlling them and keep up 
with the fight,’ the Brigadier concluded. He made a decision. 

‘Come on!’ 

He and Summerfield raced towards Bessie. Ace made to 
join them, but noticed Alex clutching his head in pain and 
confusion. 

‘Alex!’ she cried as she hurried to help. 

‘Ace, come back!’ Summerfield cried. Hawkspur noticed 
the activity and concentrated his will upon the Daleks at the 
far side of the courtyard. The Daleks revived and swiveled 
around to see the escaping Brigadier and Summerfield. 

‘Halt!’ 

‘Stop or you will be exterminated!’ 

The Daleks surged forward to catch their quarry. 
Meanwhile, Ace steadied Alex as his eyes cleared and he saw 
her. 

‘Dorothy?’ he asked. 

Then his eyes glowed with Hawkspur’s power once more 
and his voice echoed with alien control. 

‘Dorothy?’ 

At that moment the Brigadier and Summerfield reached 
and hid behind Bessie. As the two Daleks passed by, the 
Brigadier rummaged about below the car’s back seat and then 
stood to heft a fully-loaded bazooka! He fired a bolt, which 
blew off the top of one Dalek. The other spun about and fired 
its weapon. The Brigadier ducked and saw Summerfield 
moving to attack the Dalek. 
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‘Keep down!’ the Brigadier ordered. He leapt up and fired 
another round. The second Dalek exploded. Amid the fire and 
smoke pluming from its shattered casing, the tendrils of the 
dying mutant within shook and spun in agony. 

Wasting no time the Brigadier entered Bessie’s cabin and 
motioned to Summerfield. 

‘Quick, get in — arghhh!’ 

The Brigadier clutched at his shoulder. There was blood 
seeping through his sweater there. 

‘The kick-back on that’s opened the bullet wound.’ 

‘Move over!’ Summerfield said. 

“You can’t drive this!’ 

‘Just try and stop me.’ 

The Brigadier decided not to try and moved to the 
passenger seat. Summerfield sat behind the wheel and 
activated the roadster’s engine. As Bessie sped down the 
courtyard lane Summerfield asked: 

‘Where did you get that launcher?’ 

‘Another leftover from UNIT. Now put your foot down! 
We have to get back to the church as fast as we can!’ 


Precisely at that moment, Hawkspur staggered back from 
the Doctor. His face clenched in pain and fatigue. 

‘What’s the matter?’ the Doctor taunted. ‘Can’t face the 
prospect of defeat, Hawkspur?’ 

Suddenly the two surviving Daleks dissolved into two 
spheres of energy, which flew over to Hawkspur and merged 
with his body. Hawkspur straightened and his eyes glowed 
with power. 

‘Perhaps it is you who would be asking yourself that 
question, Doctor?’ 

Hawkspur renewed his attack with increased vitality. He 
swung his sword in an arc towards the Doctor’s head, but the 
Time Lord leapt into the air and climbed onto the mansion’s 
roof. Hawkspur leapt to follow — 
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Bessie was approaching the church as the Brigadier was 
explaining his plan to Summerfield. 

‘The pylons are tuned into the TARDIS console. If we 
can just find the right button to activate it, the Doctor might 
have a chance.’ 

Without warning Summerfield slammed her foot on the 
brake and Bessie screeched to a halt. 

“What’s wrong?’ the Brigadier asked. 

‘Cybermen!’ Summerfield hissed. 

They looked to the church and saw a squad of Cybermen 
guarding the entrance. 


The Doctor and Hawkspur battled on the roof of the 
mansion. Blow for blow and strike for strike they struck their 
blades together. Then the Doctor changed tactics and kicked 
his foot against Hawkspur’s chest, sending the creature flying 
into one of the roof’s lightning rods. As he struck the metal 
pole Hawkspur howled in agony and electric current poured 
from his body. The Doctor watched the display and then 
realized! 

‘Ahh! Of course! The lightning rods! They gave you the 
energy to escape from the time vortex. They can also take it 
away.’ 

Hawkspur, recovered but dazed, lunged at the Doctor, 
who leapt into the air. With nothing to tackle, Hawkspur 
continued forward and struck another rod. More energy 
released from his body. Hawkspur fell away from the second 
rod and staggered forward. As he struggled to stay upright, 
Hawkspur hissed hatred upon the Doctor. 

“You can never defeat me, Doctor. You don’t know what 
Tam!’ 

‘A creature of chaos and death. That’s enough for me to 
know I have to destroy you, Hawkspur!’ 

The two aliens engaged in combat once more. Their battle 
was furious and powerful. The Doctor struck a blow that drove 
Hawkspur back several feet. Hawkspur rushed forward to 
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strike the Doctor; the Doctor ducked and Hawkspur sailed 
over the edge of the roof towards the ground far below. 

Alone, the Doctor walked to the edge of the roof. 

“That was too easy,’ he said as he made to peer over the 
edge, but he halted. “No, no, I’ve always been too squeamish.’ 

The Doctor started to walk away from the ledge. Unseen 
behind him, Hawkspur in his natural form — the Creature — 
rose into view. The Doctor sensed the Creature’s arrival and 
turned about to see the massive, green, glowing beast with its 
skeletal head and blood-fire red eyes. The Creature’s maw 
opened and its booming voice bellowed. 

‘Doc..tor..!’ 

The Doctor waved. 

‘It would be reckless to say I wasn’t expecting you.”’ 

The Doctor dived through a nearby doorway, which lead 
into the mansion The Creature growled and hovered through 
the air to follow him. 


The Brigadier and Summerfield huddled behind a large 
gravestone to watch the Cybermen guards. Several were 
stationed near the remains of the Voltron control unit. 
Summerfield knew that they had to enter the church somehow. 

‘We could blow them away with the missile launcher,’ 
she suggested. 

‘There’s one major flaw in your plan,’ the Brigadier 
countered. 

‘We had only two rockets?’ 

The Brigadier half-smiled and Summerfield scowled in 
frustration. Then she looked again to the remains of the 
Voltron machine and saw the exposed wires within sparking 
with latent energy. 

‘I think I just found the distraction we need.’ 

She aimed her blaster at the exposed wiring and fired a 
maximum-intensity bolt. The energy beam pierced the bowels 
of the machine, which exploded with flame and shrapnel. The 
Cybermen turned to the explosion and moved towards the 
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burning wreckage. Satisfied, Summerfield turned to the 
Brigadier. 

“Come on!’ 

The two raced towards the church. 


Inside the mansion the Doctor raced down its many 
corridors towards the ground floor. The Creature hovered 
immediately behind the racing Time Lord and fired golden 
beams of energy from its eyes, missing the Doctor by inches, 
centimeters, millimeters-! 


Inside the crypt beneath the church a wall broke inwards 
from a series of sharp kicks. Through the hole in the wall 
streamed sunlight, Summerfield and the Brigadier. They crept 
past the ruined metal pyramid and then hurried through the 
catacombs towards the TARDIS Library. 


Outside the mansion, Alex’s eyes had cleared once more. 
They were once more blue and beautifully human. Alex stared 
in disbelief at the woman he knew as Dorothy. 

‘Dorothy? I...1...’ 

Ace caressed his shoulder and smiled. 

“You’re free of it now, Alex. Don’t worry. It lost control 
of you when Hawkspur’s body died.’ 

‘Hawkspur? I...’ 

Then Alex ached in pain and all at once fell limp to the 
ground. Dorothy watched him fall, too shocked to move at 
first. 

‘Alex? No! Not like this? Please, no...’ 

She knelt beside her love and Alex opened his eyes, his 
beautiful blue eyes, one last time. His voice whispered a last 
breath: 

‘T lo-...love...’ 

Then his eyes closed and his voice ceased. Alex was 
gone. Ace wept and draped herself over his fallen body, 
kissing his forehead. 
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‘I love you, Alex.’ 

Then like a blast of thunder the mansion’s doors slammed 
open and the Doctor bolted though them to the courtyard. The 
Creature was just behind, its eyes streaming with power. Ace 
rose like a lioness and charged towards the Creature. 

‘No! I won’t let it kill both of you!’ 

‘Ace! Noooooo!’ the Doctor boomed, knowing what was 
about to happen. 

The Creature unleashed its eye beams, which struck Ace 
full in the chest. Her body flew back more than a hundred feet 
and landed in the gravel. A lattice of energy played across her 
lifeless body. The Doctor looked to his broken friend, saw the 
dead Alex also upon the earth, and turned upon the Creature 
filled with rage and fury. 

‘It’s time this ended!’ he spat, and with a fearless, fixed 
course he bounded towards the Creature, tackling the monster 
and striking a blow across its face. Hot energy enveloped both 
beings as they struggled. 


Inside the TARDIS Library, the Brigadier and 
Summerfield rounded the corner of a titanic book shelf, the 
last before reaching the secondary console. Then they heard a 
metallic voice intone: ‘Stop!’ 

It was a Cyberman — it had followed them into the 
Library! The Cyberman fired a rifle blast, which caught 
Summerfield in the abdomen. She cried out and fell against a 
book pile. The Brigadier moved to help her but she shook her 
head with almost mad intensity. 

‘Get to the console, Brigadier! Go!’ 

The Brigadier ran just as another Cyber-blast exploded at 
the spot where he had just stood. 


In the courtyard the Creature punched the Doctor in the 


chest with such force the Time Lord flew through the air and 
straight into the base of the Queen Victoria statue. Then the 
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Creature released the full power of its eye beam into the 
Doctor’s body at point-blank range. 
‘Die...Doc...tor...Die...’ 


The Brigadier raced around one, final bookcase and 
spotted the console. He charged towards it even as he saw the 
Cyberman racing with machine-speed to intercept him, raise 
its Cyber-rifle to fire — and then an energy bolt struck the 
Cyberman’s head. The machine creature turned towards the 
blast. It was Summerfield lying upon her back with her blaster 
smoking in her hand. Whether she was unconscious or dead 
the Brigadier never knew, but she had given him the 
distraction he needed. He surged towards the console; reached 
out his hand to the one lever he knew had to be the right one, 
the one he recognized — the dematerialization switch! 

The Brigadier pulled the switch. The central column 
glowed with light and life. It rose and fell. The Library filled 
with the booming sound of the TARDIS dematerialization... 


In the courtyard the Doctor felt, heard and saw the time 
vortex portal tunnel open though time and space in front of the 
statue. The Creature felt the opening also and turned to see the 
sight. The Doctor ignored the grave pain in his body and mind 
from the Creature’s savage assault and charged forward. He 
body-slammed the Creature and threw it into the vortex. The 
Creature shrieked in pain and rage as it disappeared into time 
before time. Then the vortex closed with blinding light and 
deafening detonation, which flung the Doctor backwards 
towards the mansion. 

The light of reality dawned upon the lost, dark dimension 
and everything changed. 

Ace, suddenly healed, stood upon her feet. She looked 
over to the fallen Alex Stewart, a man she felt she must have 
loved once, and watched as he disappeared from view. 

Inside the TARDIS Library Summerfield disappeared. 
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Upon the ruined Westminster Bridge, the Daleks 
disappeared as the bridge and London were restored to their 
former, peaceful state. People went about their daily life, 
unaware of the dark, temporal terror from which they had been 
freed. 


In the heart of London, Hawkspur Industries HQ changed 
disappearing into non-existent history as the Hale Bros — 
International Exports building solidified into view. 


At Liberty Hall, Lethbridge-Stewart suddenly appeared in 
his study. He was dressed into his usual, country-casual attire, 
as if nothing important had happened that day, and nothing 
had. But Lethbridge-Stewart remembered that something very 
important to all of time and space had indeed happened that 
day- he had travelled too much with the Doctor not to know it. 

But for the sake of the cosmos and his own retirement, 
Lethbridge-Stewart knew the best course of action was simply 
to get on with his life as nothing important was happening that 
day. And so he turned on his television set and saw the face of 
A.J. Manson appear. She opened with the latest social topic: 

‘The quality of the air that we all breathe automatically 
affects the quality of our lives.’ 


Deep within what was never Hawkspur’s research and 
development chamber, the glass tubes carrying the Fifth and 
Sixth Doctors dissolved into un-written time. 


And at the courtyard Ace watched the Doctor fall. 

‘Doctor!’ she cried, knowing somehow the reason for his 
collapse, the final reason to his impossible existence. The 
Doctor could feel his extended-life dissipating as the timeline 
reverted to its proper course. But there was still one last 
question to wonder. 

‘Did I die a noble death this time?’ 
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Ace knelt by the Doctor’s side. She was too drained of 
energy and emotion to cry, and yet a still sorrow settled in her 
heart as she watched him dying. 

‘Don’t let it end like this, Doctor.’ 

Then the Doctor heard a voice echo in his mind, a 
comforting voice, his own past voice. 

‘Whatever kind of crusade it is we’ve been leading, you 
cannot let it end like this.’ 

The Doctor opened his eyes and smiled. 

‘The end? No! It’s a new beginning!’ 

The Doctor stood upon his feet and breathed another, final 
breath before his first, next breath. He looked upon Ace one 
last time and within his eyes she saw such peace. Then the 
Doctor closed his eyes, bowed his head. 

And he regenerated. 

But this time was different. Within golden brilliance of 
new Time Lord life, Ace saw the Fourth Doctor’s face evolve 
into his Fifth face, then his Sixth, and then at last his Seventh 
face. Ace gazed in wonder at the little man’s restored face and 
form, somehow much grander than she remembered, as if 
standing in his long-past predecessor’s coat, trousers, boots 
and scarf had lifted him into a new life. 

The Doctor opened his eyes and he stared in amazement. 

“Ace?” 

‘Professor!’ 

The two reunited friends embraced with joy. They held 
each other there, alone in the courtyard, for a long time. 


Sometime later the Doctor, once again dressed in his pale 
suit, question-mark pullover, straw hat and question-mark 
handled umbrella, stood in the graveyard of the church. He 
had stooped close to a gravestone and was studying its 
markings. Ace approached him from behind. 

‘Professor? Why won’t you answer any of my questions?’ 

‘Rest, brave knight, though the battle is not won. Your 
life is never-ending, for you saw and touched the sun.’ 
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Upon the grave was etched the words: ‘Professor Oliver 
Hawkspur SEPT 11" 1890 — DEC 12™ 1936’ Ace saw the 
marking and was confused. 

‘How come he’s dead? What are you doing here? You 
were-’ 

“Was I?’ 

‘But you-’ 

‘Did I?’ 

‘But, the Brigadier?’ 

‘Oh, he’s probably in Geneva, playing at being an 
efficient ambassador. You know what he’s like.’ 

The Doctor stood straight and walked away from the 
gravestone and towards the Police Box-shape of the TARDIS. 
Ace followed. 

‘What about Summerfield?’ 

‘Back into her right timeline. Back where she belongs. 
And as are we all. Who knows? We might even meet her again 
one day, and Alex. What do you remember about Alex?’ 

Ace blinked in confused surprise. 

‘Alex? Alex who?’ 

‘If time is altered, your life momentarily takes a different 
direction. But something will always snap it back into the right 
place eventually. It can be as cruel as it can be kind. Trust me. 
It was never meant to be. And if this planet is meant to be 
destroyed, mankind will make it all on its own, without any 
help from that Creature, whatever it may have been.’ 

Ace closed her eyes and felt a flitter of sadness in her 
heart, the empty memory of someone she could never know. 

‘Come on, cheer up! It'll all be a memory soon. Then 
even that will fade away. There’s a universe out there to 
explore. Let’s see what makes it tick!” 

The Doctor thrust open the doors to the TARDIS and he 
and Ace entered. As the TARDIS moments later faded from 
Earth’s care, Ace remembered something wonderful the 
Doctor had said to her very recently: 
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‘There are worlds out there where the sky is burning, 
where the sea's asleep, and the rivers dream. People made of 
smoke and cities made of song. Somewhere there's danger. 
Somewhere there's injustice. And somewhere else the tea is 
getting cold.’ 

And as Ace watched the Doctor adjust the TARDIS 
console’s instruments, she laughed as the little fellow pushed 
back from the control machine and spin around in a comical 
and liberated dance. He held a final, lasting pose with arms 
outstretched and head held high, as if celebrating his first and 
ever-sounding declaration to eternity: ‘I am the Doctor. I am 
returned from the darkness. I am here forever. So please don’t 
burn my toast!’ 

Ace smiled and called to her best friend. 

‘C'mon, Doctor. We've got work to do.’ 


Far beyond the Earth the blue Police Box shape of the 
TARDIS spun and hung as a jewel amongst the stars. Inside 
the ship, the Doctor pulled the dematerialization lever and the 
TARDIS flew into eternity. 
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Epilogue 


The Far Future - 3025 

A massive, bulbous space cruiser slipped through the inky 
expanse of the cosmos. Within the craft’s central promenade 
milled all manner of aliens from any known corner of the 
galaxy. And in one, dark corner of the promenade where no 
beings ventured suddenly appeared a battered, blue Police 
Box. 

Inside the TARDIS’s Console Room, things were 
different than before. The architecture had changed several 
times over — from basic to gothic to functional to 
braggadocios, and now, to coolly contemplative. Perhaps it 
was a reflection of the fundamental changes to the cosmos that 
had been wrought over the most recent eons of existence. Or 
perhaps it was a reflection of the changes in the Doctor 
himself. 

Now the Doctor was in his thirteenth incarnation, past the 
end of a Time Lord’s normal lifespan, although these days he 
felt as if he might live forever — but he still had his doubts of 
the future, doubts which he knew, deep down, he would have 
to face at the time of his next death. 

The Doctor thought of his lives and his friends for a 
moment his thoughts turned to Ace. It had been a very long 
time the Seventh Doctor and Ace had travelled together. She 
had long since departed to Earth, to Gallifrey and then to parts 
unknown. They had known many adventures before she had 
left him, and even others after her time in the TARDIS. 


The Doctor turned his memory to the present. Many other 
companions had come and gone in Ace’s place. Behind the 
Doctor stood his current travelling companion Clara Oswald, a 
small, dark-haired English school teacher from the Earth’s 
modern 21‘ Century. She was an amazing young woman and 
meant far more to the Doctor than his current emotional 
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vocabulary could express, which was why he very grateful for 
the action of their adventures together to show his enjoyment 
of her companionship in his place. And now there was a new 
adventure awaiting them, a strange experience he wanted to 
witness. 

The Doctor leaned over the large, hexagon-shaped control 
unit and committed the ship’s final materialization. He turned 
to Clara. 

‘Well, here you are. As you requested: the S.S. 
Gracepoint, the largest luxury cruise liner in the galaxy! 
Catering for thousands of holiday makers from all four corners 
of the cosmos. Or, loads of aliens, as you so delicately put it.’ 

Clara rolled her eyes in mock-irritation and followed the 
Doctor out of the TARDIS. They exited onto the Gracepoint’s 
promenade. Clara observed the alien masses with wonder and 
enthusiasm. Then she noticed the Doctor surging through the 
crowd and she knew they were really there because he wanted 
to be there, too. 

‘So! Where are we going?’ she called after him. 

The Doctor half-turned back to Clara while he hurried. 

‘I want to meet the captain. I’ve heard a lot about this 
chap — never met him though. Absolute genius! Built this 
cruise liner business up from scratch, you know.’ 

The Doctor held up two fingers placed impossibly close 
together. 

‘And apparently, he’s this close to embarking on his first 
time travel cruise!’ 

‘Okay...’ Clara muttered. 

‘Come on!’ the Doctor said as he turned ahead and 
slipped through the crowd. 

Clara smiled as she followed. She still knew there was 
more to the story than the Doctor was telling, but she knew 
she would only know the answers by going where he went and 
doing what he did. 

‘How else am I going to become a Doctor?’ she self- 
quipped as she beamed and hurried to catch the Doctor. 
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As the companions left the TARDIS, neither seemed to 
notice a large holo-poster embedded into a close-by wall, 
which declared the name and slogan of the travel cruiser’s 
company: ‘Deluxa Travel — Let me take you on a journey 
you'll never forget!’ Upon the poster was an image of a 
cruiser identical to the Gracepoint traversing the stars. Next to 
the cruiser was an image of the owner of Deluxa Travel, who 
also happened to be the captain the Doctor hoped to meet. And 
the captain had a very familiar face. 


It was the face of Professor Oliver Hawkspur. 
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